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THE FLOEENTINES. 



CHAPTER I. 




NINA. 

YOUNG girl with dreamy brow 
stood leaning against the win-* 
dow at Florence, 
' He will not come/ thought she. 
The rain was beating against the glass, 
and the lugubrious tint of the gray sky 
was overswept by large dull clouds. 

'What are you doing, Nina?' asked 
the Countess Albrandi, a woman of hard 
and haughty mien, who just then entered 
the room. 

VOL. I. B 
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' I was looking at the rain, mamma.* 

' Have you no other occupation ? The 
day is singularly ill chosen for spending 
your time at the window. Sit down and 
take your work ; I detest idleness, and still 
more these lackadaisical dreamy airs.' 

Nina obeyed. Her countenance was 
most interesting : her eyes black, and her 
hair light; small white teeth gave bril- 
liancy to her smile. Her elegant figure 
was enveloped in a brown dress; a blue 
ribbon passed through the bandeaux of her 
golden hair, crossed at the top of the head, 
and thence fell upon her shoulders. 

> Your cushion,' continued her mother, 
'will never be finished in time for the 
^te of the Marchesa Salvi f and yet you 
would like to give her pleasure, should 
you not ?' 

* Certainly I should ; but there is more 
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NINA. 3 

work in the pattern than I thought. The 
<5anvas is too fine.' 

* Nonna* Luisa will help you.' 

* Yes, I know she will ; she is €o kind.' 

^ Well, here she is. Stay with her while 
I go and see if Palmira has finished her 
ironing. Those old servants never hurry 
themselves.' 

* I am cold, Nina, and am come to warm 
myself with the sight of you,' said a little 
bent old lady, as she embraced the young 
^irl. * Your face is my sunshine, my 
child. What ! has your mother been scold- 
ing you ?' 

* 0, Nonna Luisa,' answered the young 
girl, lajdng her fair head upon her grand- 
mother's shoulder, ' I am so afraid of 
mamma ! For some time past she has 
spoken to me in such a severe manner. I 

* Grandmother, in Italian. 
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never dare tell her that Enrico wishes to 
marry me.' 

* He will tell her himself at the right 
time. Bait now we are on the eve of more 
battles ; there is an insurrection in the 
Eoman States ; if it prove of importance^ 
Enrico will go without doubt,' 

* How sad it is !^ said Nina, with a sigh. 
' Grandmother darling, I shall not see him 
to-day ; this horrible weather fills me with 
despair.' 

* He will come, he will come ; like me^ 
he must have a sight of you to make him 
happy.' 

Nina smiled, 

*Take my advice, my child, and calm 
yourself. You will perhaps have to wait 
for years before Enrico is in a position to 
marry. Silence and patience are the surest 
means of success in life.' 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



NINA. O 

^Nonna, are you not afraid that the 
Marchesa Salvi, who is said to be fond 
of money, will forbid her son to marry 
me?' 

' Signora Salvi loves you, and you are 
noble.' 

' But we are ruined, dear Nonna Luisa. 
I can bring no dowry to my husband.' 
The tears stood in Nina's eyes. *And 
then, you see,' she continued, ' mamma will 
say no from pride, lest Signora Salvi should 
refuse her consent.' 

'Very likely,' said the grandmother, 
with a sigh. ' But why trouble yourself ? 
You know that marriages are written in 
heaven. If it is your destiny to marry 
Enrico, you will marry him. Pray to God; 
we will say some novenas to Jesus cruci- 
fied, to the Madonna, and the holy angels,' 

The two prostrated themselves before 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE FLORBNTINES. 



a crucifix, a relic of their ancestors, at the 
foot of which a lamp was burning. They 
recited aloud three Paters, three Ave 
Marias, three Gloria Patris, made the sign 
of the Cross, and having again seated them- 
selves, resumed their work and their talk. 

The house in which the ladies lived 
was large, and devoid of every luxury and 
comfort. The look of the tiled floors, pol- 
ished like marble, produced the sensation 
of cold. A piano, some chairs, a couch of 
open-work straw, tables without any covers, 
white dimity curtains bordered with a 
stripe of red, and which half concealed the 
immense windows, composed the entire 
furniture of the drawing-room. This room, 
in which Nina and her grandmother now 
were, was the only one which had a fire- 
place. But in spite of the piercing cold, 
which was quite exceptional in October, no 
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fire was burning upon the hearth. The 
Countess Albrandi, Nina's mother, thought, 
in common with the greater part of the 
Italians, that nothing in the world could be 
more pernicious to the health than an open 
fire. 

To warm themselves, they used only- 
earthenware vessels filled with bakers' cin- 
ders, or a little charcoal made from the 
refuse of olives after the oil has been ex- 
tracted. All three carried these little port- 
able warmers in their hands, as they moved 
from room to room. When they were seated 
they used them as footstools to keep their 
feet warm. 

Florence is the hottest town of Italy 
in the sununer, and the coldest in win- 
ter. No climate can be less temperate: 
a burning sun and a freezing north wind 
there shake hands, and the changes of tem- 
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perature are equally sudden and danger- 
ous. 

The Countess Albrandi's habitation, si- 
tuated at the extremity of the Via Cerret- 
tani, opposite the Baptistry, was extremely 
airy ; and when the sun shone, its bareness 
and inelegance were fully displayed. On . 
this day everything wore a sombre hue, 
and the unaccommodating temper of the 
Countess burst forth. 

Having taken a seat between her mo- 
ther and her daughter, 

* How now, Nina ?' said she ; * you 
have not done a single flower since I left 
you ; you must have been talking, as usual. 
It is only when I come that you have no- 
thing to say. What are these secrets that 
I am not allowed to know? Some non- 
sense or other. Depend upon it, the 
dreams which you encourage can end only 
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in harm. I do not deceive myself : a girl 
of noble birth without fortune can enter a 
rich family only by a mesalliance. If she 
marries a man of her own rank, poor like 
herself, her life becomes a daily torment. 
Our opulent gentry look for millions. — This 
is what you should tell her, mother. But 
I have observed that old people have a 
second youth, during which they are more 
romantic than girls of sixteen. One would 
think people might know the world when 
the hair upon their foreheads has turned 
gray.' 

Nonna Luisa did not answer. A silent 
tear trickled down her cheek. Nina looked 
at her with grateful tenderness. 

' Mamma,' said she, ' if it clears up, shall 
we go to the Benediction?' 

' K you were really devout, I should be 
glad to hear you express the wish : but 
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10 THE FLORENTINES. 

your only object is to look at the people 
and enjoy the air.' 

' 0, mamma, I love so much to pray !' 

' Gaetana, you are not in a good temper 
to-day/ said Nonna Luisa gently; 'are you 
not well ? This unsettled weather un- 
nerves you. I too feel out of sorts.' 

' I am not a barometer, thank heaven, 
and I only reprove when it is deserved. 
But if my temper is embittered, it is little to 
be wondered at. I have suffered so much 
through life, thanks to the marriage that 
you made me contract, that if I am not 
dead, most assuredly it is not your fault.' 

'Ah, these never-ending reproaches !' 
said the grandmother, rising to quit the 
room. 

' They will soon have an end, mother ; 
death will soon come to silence them.' 

' Do not be so gloomy, mamma ; you 
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grieve poor Norma, and you almost make 
me cry.' 

The somid of a bell caused the yoimg 
girl to start. 

' You will laugh now,' said her mother^ 
' this must be Enrico.' 
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CHAPTER IL 

AN ITALIAN OF FOUR- AND -TWENTY. 

(HE door opened, and a young 
man entered. He advanced to- 
wards the Countess, and then 
approached Nina, who blushed as she gave 
hun her hand. 

Enrico Salvi was a type embodying in 
himself all the noble qualities of his race. 
Grandeur and simplicity, domination and 
condescension, nobleness of thought and 
humihty of heart, dignity and aflfabihty — 
all this could be read at a glance on his 
brow, which was noble and expansive, like 
his disposition. 

His appearance charmed, from the im- 
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AN ITALIAN OF FOUR-AND-TWENTT. 13 

press it bore of that distinction and innate 
elegance which belongs alone to blood. 
Bom a gentleman in the mansion of his 
forefathers, it was clear that he could never 
sink, but would live and die a gentleman^ 
whether rich or poor, influential or obscure, 
as the case might be. 

There are some men before whom every- 
one makes way as they pass. Enrico Salvi 
was one of these. Everybody paid an in- 
voluntary tribute of regard and respect to 
his individual perfections, 

. Such exceptional natures possess with- 
in themselves the germ of every talent and 
virtue. Their countenances, illuminated 
by an internal sun, are those of persons 
sent here below to enlighten others, to 
guide and direct the opinions of the in- 
dividuals or of the masses with whom they 
find themselves in contact. 
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'What a wet day we have, Enrico!' said 
the Countess. 'Your mother and sisters 
will have missed the sermon at the cathe- 
dral, which they have attended so regularly 
of late.' 

' I left the house early, and therefore 
do not know how they have spent their 
mioming.' 

' And what news do you bring ? Do 
the Garibaldians continue their descent 
upon the Eoman States?' 

'It is said so. Many young men are 
setting out. We shall see what will come 
of it.' 

'Nothing good, probably. They have 
so little' sense,' remarked the Countess, 
with an air of disapprobation. 

' Have you been to the studio of TJssi^ 
Signor Enrico ?' asked Nina. 

' Yes ; I have been painting there these 
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two hours. My mother is quite in despair. 
She is perfectly willing that a gentle- 
man should interest himself in art, but 
only as an amateur, not to use it as a 
resource.' 

' And she is quite right/ answered the 
Countess. 'In our days, no one can live 
in a modest position. More than ease is 
necessary. Eiches are demanded; and all 
steps of the social ladder are descended in 
order to obtain it.' 

' No, Contessa; I do not wish for riches. 
I wish to secure myself against want. So 
long as my mother and my uncle the canon 
live, we shall maintain the appearance of 
rich people. But when they are removed, 
the pension which my mother enjoys as a 
general's widow, and my uncle's revenues 
from his large benefice, will cease, and with 
them the chief support of our house. Our 
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property in the Marches will have to be 
divided, and the mansion in Florence sold ; 
and as there are four of us, the share of 
each will be nothing very considerable.' 

* But, my young friend, your name and 
position will enable you to contract a rich 
marriage.' 

' I shall choose my wife in accordance 
with my heart, Contessa,' answered Enrico 
emphatically, and involuntarily looking at 
Nina. ^ Never, no, never, shall interested 
motives guide me !' 

^ The age of romance is past, Enrico. 
Love wears away in contact with indigence. 
You may trust my experience.' 

' 0, mamma,' exclaimed Nina in spite 
of herself, ' a little comfort more or less 
cannot change the heart when it truly 
loves !' 

' From limited means to poverty there o 
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AN ITALIAN OF FOUR-AND-TWENTY. 17 

is ^but a step, my daughter. Between po- 
Terty and the fact of being despised there 
is not the thickness of a hair's-breadth.' 

' Then surely, Contessa, I am right in 
wishing to acquire art as an artist. That 
is the best way to place a barrier between 
myself and poverty.' 

*Art can never become a resource for 
you, Enrico ; a nobleman can never be 
more than half an artist, because in his ap- 
proaches towards art, instead of feeling that 
he rises, he feels that he is lowering him- 
self. Artists are men who emerge from the 
obscurity of the mass, and attain by study 
to what we call the upper ranks. They rise 
above themselves by force of talent and the 
light of their genius. The man who owes 
everything to art is alone the true artist. 
He, on the other hand, who pursues it only 
for money is a mere draughtsman, a me- 
VOL. I. c 
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chanic, and, I repeat, can only be half an 
artist.' 

Nina listened to her mother with a pen- 
give air. Every word she heard wounded 
her. That lovely flower of youth, illusion, 
was already feding in her bosom. She al- 
ready caught a glimpse of the struggles of 
life, and the contrast between the favours of 
fortune and the sorrows of want. 

Enrico, though stronger than she, felt 
a momentary discouragement, which de- 
prived him of speech ; but quickly strug- 
gling against it, he replied, 

'Your observations are true, signoraj 
in general, it is as you say. But we have 
the consoling certainty that there is no rule 
without exception. I may become this ex- 
ception to the rule. How many examples 
have we of great painters who have be- 
longed to noble families! For example, 
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Eubens in the time of Mary de' Medicis, 
and Azeglio in our own days.' 

' Quite true. But you do not reflect 
that neither the one nor the other asked of 
Art what you demand from it. You wish 
for money. They were rith, and sought 
nothing but glory. Want stimulates the 
great artist who springs from the ranks of 
the people, while it destroys the artist of 
the upper classes. Such is my opinion. 
You can pay what attention you please to 
it. I see life without a prism. I have 
suffered too much for things to present 
themselves to me now under the deceitful 
forms of illusion. I know the world, and 
no one but myself knows how much it has 
cost me to learn it.' 

' Then you think that I do wrong to 
study, Contessa ? 

' No ; it is a charming pastime. A 
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commonplace amateur passes in society for 
a good artist; but society is severe towards 
the artist. Your own experience tells you 
this. And what a hurried life we lead! 
Your studies have already been interrupted 
by three campaigns. Nowadays people have 
no career ; or if they have, they cast it 
aside. You ought to study science, pass 
your examination, and make a good mar- 
riage, a marriage which will maintain you 
in the rank in which your lot is cast. You 
will take part in public affairs. InteUi- 
gence such as you possess should devote 
itself to its country. To become a deputy, 
and lead the life of a gentleman, money is 
necessary.' 

Nina felt her tears flow, and rose. Her 
modest brown- wooUen robe fell in straight 
folds around her. She walked towards a 
little table, upon which she made pretence 
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to seek for a skein of silk. Wiping her 
eyes hastily, she recovered herself, and 
returned to her seat near Enrico. He 
had closely observed every movement, and 
knew that she had wept. 

* Contessa,' said he, * if I had to work 
like a mechanic to support my wife, I swear 
to you I would rather do so than owe my 
fortune to her !' 

* My dear young friend, that is nothing 
but the foolish pride which we meet with 
among the greater part of the young men 
of this country — the pride which reduces 
them to beings of a lower scale, to mere 
nullities. Their enthusiasm sinks under 
the incessant wants of a family. As soon 
as their wife's trousseau is exhausted, and 
their children's shoes are worn out, their 
sorrow begins. When provisions are dear, 
they tremble lest they should be unable to 
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provide necessaries. Life becomes one con- 
tinual anguisli, from which every pleasure 
and variety is excluded. They gradually 
retire from society, which forgets them, 
and they are only to be seen at dusk on 
Sundays walking on the Limg' Arno. They 
hesitate long before entering a caf^, to offer 
an ice to the wife, who declares she does 
not want it, and accepts it with regret, 
knowing that the few centimes it costs are 
extracted from a purse nearly empty, and 
ought to be spent for the wants of the 
family, and that the little indulgence is a 
sort of robbery upon every-day needs. 
Enrico, I should be sorry to see you, or 
indeed any one, make experience of such 
an existence, and return home to see hang- 
ing against the wall a picture possessing 
merit, no doubt, but which will seem to 
you hideous, because you have failed to sell 
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it, and the want of encouragement has 
made you lose faith in your talent/ 

' How dreadful, mamma !' said Nina. * It 
is enough to make one curse the destiny 
which makes us poor/ 

' Curse what ?' asked Nonna Luisa with 
a gentle voice as she entered the room. 

* Poverty, Nonna,' answered Nina. 

^ Poverty should be blessed, not cursed, 
my child. Is it not a trial ? and should 
we not glory in sufferings? Let us thank 
God for having furnished us through them 
with the means of acquiring the two virtues 
most necessary here below— resignation and 
patience/ 

Enrico had risen to shake hands with 
Nonna Luisa. 

' You are not leaving for the Eomagna, 
are you?' asked she. 

' I do not know, dear madam. Nothing 
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is decided at present. I must bid you adieu 
now. It is one o'clock, and I have work 
to do at Vieusseux in taking notes. Good- 
bye, Nina.' 

* Adieu, Enrico.' 

After his departure, Nina retired to her 
own room. 

' I beg,' said the Countess to her mo- 
ther, * that you will not encourage imprac- 
ticable ideas in my daughter's mind. We 
are responsible to God for her future hap- 
piness. Thanks to the marriage that you 
obliged me to contract, I have fallen from 
ruin to ruin, and have scarcely enough to 
live on. Nina has had too much to suffer 
abeady from our position. It is useless to 
try to prepare a life as miserable for her as 
that you have given me.' 

Nonna Luisa's head sunk upon her 
breast, and she thought, * Misfortune has 
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embittered my daughter's temper. We 
must be indulgent to each other in this 
fidlen world, and try to understand every- 
thing, in order to be able to pardon every- 
thing. Gaetana was beautiful, noble, and 
haughty. Her pride has suffered. She is 
wounded to the death in the tenderest 
point, for she finds it impossible to secure 
a happy destiny for her daughter. Poor 
thing ! my poor child ! Could I have 
thought when I brought her into the world, 
when she was little, that she would have so 
much to suffer!' 

These reflections calmed the pale coun- 
tenance of Nonna Luisa, and tears moist- 
ened her eyes. 

* Lord Jesus, have pity upon them 
both !' prayed she, as she signed herself. 
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CHAPTER III. 

BORGO DEGLI APOSTOLI. 

JHOUGH it continued to rain, 
the wind was so violent that it 
might have been mistaken for 
the hard dry tramontana. Its rough gusts 
rushed through the narrow wet street called 
Borgo degli Apostoli. This street, bounded 
on one side by the famous Ferroni palace, 
a fortress which formerly defended the head 
of the bridge of Santa Trinity, terminates 
with the Hotel delle Carzozze, an ancient 
aristocratical palace, now a restaurant fam- 
ous for the excellence of its macaroni. 

In those quarters of Florence where, 
happily, the rage for enlargements de- 
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manded by our actively progressive civilisa- 
tion has not yet penetrated, we may still 
enjoy those prodigiously projecting roofs 
which form a shelter from the sun in sum- 
mer and the rain in winter. True, they 
render the streets very dark, and obstruct 
relations between the eyes of the pedestrian 
and the sky. But, everything considered, 
they are a necessity of the Italian climate. 
At Florence especially, where the sun bums, 
and the rain sometimes descends in tor- 
rents, these roofs are more valuable than 
elsewhere. 

The large serious-looking palaces which 
line the Borgo degli Apostoli right and left 
appear like prisons ; but they form one of 
the special characteristics of the City of 
Flowers. Each of these mansions could 
sustain a siege, with its projecting stone 
walls, its ground-floor windows protected 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



28 THE FLORENTINES. 

by iron bars, and its heavy doors which 
close with a force that shakes the neigh- 
bouring houses. So strong a Guelph and 
Ghibelline impression is made by these 
edifices, which bring out, imder an actual 
and contemporaneous aspect, the grand and 
sympathetic figures of Dante, Michelan- 
gelo, Capponi Ferruccio — of all those per- 
sonages whose memories still live — that we 
should experience little or no surprise if 
they arose from their tombs and ofiered us 
their hands. 

The Borgo degli ApostoK was almost de- 
serted, when a young man, keeping close to 
the wall to avoid getting wet, lightly stepped 
over the threshold of an old dull -looking 
mansion. He ascended to the first story, 
rung the beU, and, looking at his watch, said, 
' It is half-past two; they will be at dinner.' 

^How late you are, Signor Enrico!' 
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murmured an old female servant. ^ The 
Signora Marchesa is displeased.' 

The young man took oflF his paletot. 

'Do pray make haste. You must in- 
vent some excuse, so that she does not say 
anything to you.' 

' What an idea, Rosa ! You know that 
I never tell an untruth.' 

Entering the dining-room he exclaimed 
respectfully, 

' Pardon me, mother ; I have been 
making notes at Vieusseux reading-room, 
and that is why I am so late.' 

' The day that you are here at the pro- 
per time will be a great day,' said the Mar- 
chioness Salvi reproachfully. ' You are 
unpunctuality personified.' 

*Do not scold him, mamma,' said a 
charming young girl. ' He has to study 
so hard for his examination.' 
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* Those two always take each other's 
part. To scold the brother is to scold the 
sister.' 

' Signorina Lisa is quite right, signora,' 
said the old servant as she brought the 
soup and beef to Enrico. 

'The friture is all eaten, Enrico,' said 
Madame Salvi regretfully. * You will have 
but a poor dinner; but I hope it will teach 
you not to loiter another time.' 

The eldest daughter of the Marchioness 
left the table. 

'Well, indeed,' said her mother, re- 
marking her absence ; ' where is Elena 
gone? Our dinner is really taken helter- 
skelter. Some are eating soup while others 
are at the dessert. See, Beppe has finished. 
Have a little patience, my son; do not light 
your cigar just yet. We shall be smoted 
out soon enough.' 
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' I will make the concession to oblige 
you, mother, though I confess it is a great 
effort; 

* But what has become of Elena?' 

' She is gone into the kitchen, madam, 
to order some meat to be fried for Signor 
Enrico with the artichokes that were left.' 

Enrico rose from table. 

' Are you going too?' asked his mother. 

' To be sure ; I am going to tell her I 
do not wish for it.' 

* Go on with your dinner, dear; I will 
run,' said Lisa, rushing towards the kitchen. 
Before she had reached the door of the 
immense dining-room, however, Elena ap- 
peared, followed by a servant-lad bearing 
a dish of fried meat. 

Elena was still beautiful, though she 
was upwards of thirty. Her black hair 
lying smooth upon her temples, her regular 
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features, and the expression of gentleness 
worn by her countenance, gave an inde- 
scribable charm to her appearance. There 
was about her something simple and at the 
same time solemn. Judging from her ap- 
pearance, all the events of her life must 
have assumed large proportions and been 
covered by sombre tints. 

The eldest of the family, she was its 
second mother; and when it was said, 'The 
Marchesina will have this, or the Marche- 
sina will not have that,' all was said. Sig- 
nora Salvi, her mother, looked upon her as 
an oracle, and would not have given an 
order in the house without consulting her. 

The episode of the friture having had 
its dSnouementj all reseated themselves, and 
resumed their dinner where they had left 
off; some at the roast meat, some at the 
dessert. 
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Signora Salvi looked round upon her 
chUdren with an approving affectionate air, 
which still, however, seemed to say, ' How 
much indulgence it requires to bear with 
them!' 

* Smoke now, Beppe,' said she to her 
son; *I se6 you want your cigar. When 
I was young, men went out of sight to 
smoke; now they smoke at dessert, and no- 
thing is thought of it.' 

'People cannot for ever walk in the 
same ruts,' answered Beppe. 'Customs 
change as well as ideas,' 

'And the world grows no better for 
that, my son. Smoking makes a man fail 
in the respect due to many things.' 

' If you think smoking shows want of 
respect to you, mother,' said Beppe angrily, 
throwing away his cigar, 'I wiU not smoke.' 

'Well,' remarked Elena, 'is that the 
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way to receive mamma's perfectly reason- 
able observations?' 

Lisa picked up the cigar and gave it to 
her brother so violently condescending. 

^Here, Signor Capitano/ said she^ 
laughing, 'smoke your cigar, and hold your 
tongue.' Then changing the conversation 
she asked, 'Is it true that numbers of 
young men are enrolling themselves and 
setting off to the Koman States ?' 

' Yes, thank heaven !' 

'Another commotion, my children? 
We have had sufficient the last seven 
years. They might begin to be tired of 
them.' 

* And yet they must try to finish the 
edifice, in order to live in it quietly. A 
kingdom without a capital is not complete.' 

'And then just reflect, mother,' said 
Enrico, interrupting Beppe, 'that the part 
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of Italy which is withheld from us is a nest 
of reaction, of dissension and intrigue/ 

' And worse still, Enrico, the retreat of 
brigands and priests.' 

'Beppe, you know I never suffer any of 
you to show disrespect before me . towards 
the ministers of our divine religion. If 
there are some bad and culpable ones, the 
good ones are numerous ; and though blame 
may be thrown upon individuals, it should 
never be upon the masses. The priests — ' 

'0, mother, do not mention them! Vil- 
lains like Fra Paolo !' 

' And traitors !' exclaimed Enrico. 

'Before you become their judges, my 
children, place yourselves in their position.' 

' AU that you can say in their favour is 
useless, mother. They are the only enemies 
— the irreconcilable enemies — of our coun- 
try.' 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



36 THE FLOBENTINE& 

*You should reflect, Beppe, that they 
are in a strait The words duty and coun- 
try are to them a bitter contradiction. To 
serve the country, is to infringe their duty; 
to ftdfil their duty, is to betray their 
country.' 

*Then,' said both the young men, *if 
they are not cowards, let them abandon the 
priesthood.' 

' They cannot ; eternal vows bind them.' 

* Tell me, Beppe, have you ever heard 
it said that an army bound by oath to a 
government or a monarch who obliges it 
to fight against the interests and the glory 
of the country, is an army of cowards?' 

Beppe and Enrico were silent. 

^ God grant,' continued the Marchioness, 
* that what I have just said may not soon 
be realised in our country. The govern- 
ments think little about protecting the 
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conscience of the army^ Neither soldiers 
nor priests are considered as free men by 
those who make use of them, but simply 
as the blind instruments of their will and 
caprice.' 

'God preserve us, mother, from being 
witness to fresh disgrace !' 

' Providence fulfils its own designs. We 
have but to bow our heads to its holy wiU. 
But be comdnced, my children, it is only 
by reasoning, and by cool and impartial 
examination, that we can see our enemies 
as they are, and learn to do justice.' 

All remained silent. The Marchioness 
showed much emotion. Lisa approached 
her, and kissing her said, 

* Mamma, do you know Enrico is pre- 
paring a paper for examination, upon the 
virtues necessary for a country which de- 
sires to acquire its liberty?' 
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*Do not talk to me of liberty!' said 
Signora Salvi hastily. ' Liberty ! liberty ! 
We know what it costs, though we cannot 
see that it is worth anything. Since 1848 
I have had either my husband or my chil- 
dren on every battle-field of Italy.' 

' Come, are we going to discuss politics 
all day long?' said Elena, smiling, ' Truly, 
it would be very absurd. We have plenty 
to do to think of our own affairs. Beppe, 
like all soldiers, indeed like all men of the 
present day, is in the habit of thinking of 
nothing but the situation of the country; 
and it. is very natural. Mamma does not 
like to talk about it, which is easy enough 
to understand; she has suffered so much 
from all these commotions.' 

'Ah yes, indeed!' said the Marchioness, 
hiding her face with her hands. ' I shall 
never forget how, after the battle of Ma- 
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genta, when we were all busy, like people 
bereft of their senses, in hanging flags out 
of the windows, and preparing the illumin- 
ations, without ever thinking of the victims 
of the victory, they brought me the news 
that my poor Pietro had been killed there* 
The flag fell from my hands, and remained 
a whole month upon the floor in the large 
drawing-room before any of us thought of 
removing it. Ah! liberty! Have I not 
paid dearly enough for it?' and the poor 
mother sobbed. 

Lisa, Elena, and Enrico surrounded 
her. Beppe continued to waft his cigar- 
clouds to the ceiling. 

' Those must die who are to die,' said 
he calmly. ' The proof of it is that Enrico 
.and I are still alive. And then, mother, it 
is better to depart on the field of battle 
than to die in one's bed.' 
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* To die without having time to perform 
an act of contrition! To die without re- 
ceiving the last Sacraments !' said the Mar- 
chioness weeping. 

* A glorious death,' continued the young 
officer, * is a baptism which opens the gates 
of Paradise as well, and perhaps better, than 
a prayer.' 

'Do not grieve so, mother dear,' said 
Lisa. * Beppe is right. And then my bro- 
ther was so good ! May the Lord and the 
Madonna save him !' 
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CHAPTER IV. 

DOMESTIC DETAILS. 

FTER dinner, the Salvi family 
went into the workroom- of the 
ladies. Rosa, the old servant, 
while weeping bitterly over the death of 
her young master, cleared the dinner-table. 
She was assisted in this operation by a 
servant-boy, whom she scolded incessantly, 
being unable tQ pardon him for having, 
during his six months' service, broken a 
glass and a saucer. 

It is no little matter to reestablish or- 
der after an Italian dinner. What things 
to put straight ! what a number of dishes 
to wash! In the least luxurious families, 
people would not think they had dined, if, 
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after macaroni or soup, they had not an 
assemblage of all kinds of hors dJoBuvres^ 
such as anchovies, olives, caviar, &c.; then 
a fried dish, some beefj a roast joint, a salad, 
an entremets^ and a varied dessert. 

Of all these dishes each person takes a 
mouthful, and the plates are changed every 
time. 

Rosa then was very busy. 

^Cecco,' said she, 'take this pile of 
plates, but do not go and drop them, as you 
did the glass, and broke it into a thousand 
pieces. How stupid you are, gracious me ! 
Can't the boy see that he is spilling the 
olive -juice? You are staining the floor, 
simpleton !' 

Cecco's was a charming face, which 
glistened with intelligence. Rosa was his 
nightmare. He never answered her; he 
would have dreaded the consequences of 
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such boldness; but when she turned her 
back, he made faces at her, while he filled 
his pockets with cakes and fruit. 

Numbers of people firmly believe that 
nothing eatable enters the category of ob- 
jects the taking of which constitutes theft. 
Such people would take neither a farthing 
nor a curtain-ring; but they will, without 
scruple, drink a bottle of your best wine, 
or devour your cherries and peaches. How 
astonished would they be, on reading the 
confessions of St. Augustine, to find him 
bitterly reproaching himself, when a man, 
with having stolen pears when a boy ! 

The mansion, the first floor of which 
was the residence of the Salvi family, was 
of immense size. Many rooms in it, her- 
metically closed, were opened but very 
rarely. A very pretty drawing-room, 
nicely furnished, called the Salotto buono, 
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was used for receiving ceremonial visits. 
In two other reception rooms, occupied by 
the ladies, their intimate friends and rela- 
tions alone were admitted. These rooms, 
containing few ornaments, were dull and 
cold, and, even in summer — owing to the 
thickness of the walls, the narrowness of 
the street, and the projection of the roof, 
to which we have alluded — so dark that it 
was difficult to get accustomed to them. 

The eflfect of a dazzling sky and a hot 
climate, like that of Italy, is to make the 
dwelling-houses seem cold and dull. No- 
thing excites a more melancholy feeling 
than to pass through the immense halls of 
mansions of the old Italian style, in the 
summer time, at high noon. The more 
carefully and comfortably they are kept, 
the cooler and darker they are. Upon en- 
tering them from the open air to make a 
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call, it is impossible fear the first few min- 
utes to discover the features of the mistress 
of the house. The sudden transition from 
dazzling light to semi-obscurity seems to 
produce blindness. It is impossible to sec 
whether the hostess is alone or surrounded 
by other persons. The visitor stumbles 
over one piece of famiture after another, 
until he becomes accustomed to the sombre 
tint, so weakening to the eyes and so ener- 
vating to the body, and able to compre- 
hend his surroundmgs, and to appropriate 
to each object its own size and true colour. 

The day was cloudy, and therefore un- 
productive of these painful contrasts ; it 
was, too, the month of October, and at 
this season of the year the sun loses some- 
thing of its dazzling power. 

In the workroom of the Signore Salvi, a 
work-table, loaded with linen to be mended, 
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occupied each of the three large bow win- 
dows. Each table had a drawer, holding 
the embroidery work of the young ladies. 
Some books lying upon the bundles of 
mending work bore the titles of Nicola dei 
Lapi^ I Promessi Sposij Ettore Fieramosca^ 
and the like. One book lay open upon a 
stand; it was Beppe's. The young mar- 
quess was already a captain, at the age of 
twenty-seven. Handsome in person, very 
courageous and patriotic, a favourite in 
society, and much esteemed by his superior 
officers, everything seemed to promise him 
a. brilliant career. . His' decided tone and 
his enthusiastic ideas were not always 
agreeable to his mother; but his faults 
were redeemed by excellent qualities and 
great delicacy of sentiment. 

After having resumed the book which 
he had been reading, he threw himself 
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upon an old-fashioned sofa covered with red- 
silk damask ; and still smoking his cigar, 
continued the perusal of his favourite chap- 
ter from the Sjida di BarletU^ in which 
the Italian knights challenged the French 
to their utter destruction. The Marchion- 
ess, seated in a low chair, placed her foot- 
warmer beneath her feet. She too had a 
horror of a fire, and could therefore warm 
herself and her family only by means of 
scaldini. Her daughters wore black-merino 
wadded loose jackets over their heavy blue 
poplin dresses. Their hands were covered 
by mittens, and their heads by red woollen 
caps ; but all in the room shivered and had 
an uncomfortable air. The floor was co- 
vered with stoje instead of carpet; matting 
made of twisted rushes, and which is really 
more efficacious than carpet in neutralis- 
ing the cold of marble. 
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'You all seem to be trembling with 
cold, my dears,' said the Marchioness. 

' After dinner,' said Lisa, * one shivers 
for a little while, and then it passes off.' 

' You are more delicate than we used 
to be formerly. In my young time, the 
marble floors of our houses were never 
covered with carpets of any kind, and we 
lived without thinking of complaining of 
the severity of the season. You see, my 
dears, the famous word comfort had not 
then been imported. Foreigners have put 
so many ridiculous ideas into our heads, 
that we are no longer satisfied with any- 
thing, and the better off we are, the more 
complaints we make.' 

'Might not we have a fire lighted?' 
asked Beppe, raising his eyes from his 
book. 

' You might, upon condition of being 
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deprived of my company, for it makes me 
ill,' replied the Marchioness. 

' That is only a fancy, mother mine. 
You would soon get used to it, as other 
people do.' 

'You are mistaken, Beppe,' said Elena; 
'mamma cannot bear the heat of an open 
fire.' 

During this discussion Lisa and Enrico, 
who were sitting at the other end of the 
room, talked together in a low voice. 

' What did Nina say to you to-day? 

'Nothing; she was very dull.' 

'What about?' 

' Her mother was so imfeeling and so 
discouraging, the poor child cried.' 

' But tell me what about.' 

' About matrimony. The Contessa wants 
to prevent me from demanding Nina's hand, 
and is doing everything in the world to 
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make me lay aside this plan of happiness. 
She does not consider me rich enough to 
render her daughter happy.' 

' She is quite right in that respect.' 
'Yes; and that, you know, is the rea- 
son I wished to become a great painter — ^to 
earn a large sum of money.' 

* Not every one who wishes can become 
a great painter; at least, so everybody says. 
If you had but heard Fra Paolo's conver- 
sation yesterday ! He repeated to mamma, 
for a full hour by the clock, that it was 
very wrong of her to let you follow this 
career, which would be your ruin. You 
know how kind she is. "But, signore," 
said she, " my son has true talent." " The 
talent of an amateur, Marchesa. It would 
be wrong to deceive you. Enrico is not 
an artist." " No doubt I judge him," said 
mamma, "with maternal indulgence; but 
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everything he does seems to me exceed- 
ingly good." " It is natural that it should 
appear so to you," said he, with an import- 
ant air. " We all know that love is blind. 
It is well for you that you have friends 
who will tell you the truth." ' 

'Did he say that?' said Enrico angrily. 
^But I am not at all surprised; he is a 
disagreeable meddlesome man.' 

* Yes, and so dogmatic and pedantic ! 
And he added a great deal more. But 
what does it matter to us? To return to 
Nina, dear; you must marry her. She is 
exactly the sister-in-law I should like. I 
have loved her all my life. She is so good 
and gentle and amiable; her sense is far 
beyond her age ; and then she is as beauti- 
ful as an angel.' 

' Ah, yes, as an angel !' repeated Enrico 
enthusiastically. 
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*Who is?' demanded the Marchioness, 
who, while engaged in knitting a stocking; 
had been listening to the conversation of 
her son and daughter. 

'What did you say, mamma?' replied 
Lisa, to allow her brother time for reflec- 
tion. 

* I ask, who is as beautiM as an angel? 
Is it some figure in a picture?' 

*No,' said Enrico resolutely; *I was 
speaking of Nina.' 

Elena looked at Lisa reproachfully for 
eluding her mother's question. 

* It is a pity she has no dowry,' said 
Beppe laughing, * or else I should be in- 
clined to marry her myself.' 

Enrico replied, colouring with annoy- 
ance, 

* A girl so accomplished as she may do 
very well without dowry.' 
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' Yes, undoubtedly/ continued the Mar- 
quis, ' if a millionaire falls in love with her ! 
But as the Contessa Albrandi never sees a 
soul, and confines herself to her gilded po- 
verty^ it is to be feared that her daughter 
will have no opportunity of meeting with 
a disinterested Croesus disposed to lay his 
treasures at her feet.' 

'Riches do not make happiness,' Lisa 
ventured to remark. 

' Assuredly not, sister; but neither does 
poverty.' 

* Between poverty and opulence there 
are many steps upon which happiness may 
seat itself' said Elena. 'I beKeve it is 
upon the middle one that it rests most 
frequently. Beppe, I do not like to hear 
you speak lightly of the Countess Albrandi; 
it is not right. As to Nina, she is a charm- 
ing girl in every respect, and the man who 
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has her for a wife may think himself for- 
tunate/ 

* I think so too/ said the Marchioness^ 
casting a look at her son Enrico. She 
loved the young man with a species of 
&vouritism which she had the greatest 
trouble to conceal. Enrico was her young- 
est son, her Benjamin. She thought him, 
as he was in reality, the type of beauty, 
goodness, distinction, and grace. And then 
he loved his mother with such warm and 
respectful tenderness. She often said to 
herself, ' That child never caused me a mo- 
ment's care. Never did I shed a tear over 
him, except of tenderness or joy.' She 
therefore suffered at heart, though without 
complaining much, in consequence of En- 
rico's inclination for the Contessina Al- 
brandi. She had dreamed of a higher 
destiny for him. All her plans for hia 
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happiness were overturned by this sincere, 
devoted, disinterested love. Yet her con- 
science, as an honest woman and a mother, 
prevented her from openly opposing it. 

Truly pious, like most women of mid- 
dle age in Italy, she confided her care and 
trouble to God. Perhaps, on her knees at 
night, she asked Him to change her son's 
heart, and direct him to a girl as virtuous 
as Nina, better provided with fortune. But 
her heart alone would breathe the prayer ; 
her maternal lips would not dare to ex- 
press it. 

Enrico seemed downcast, and kept si- 
lence. The ladies had taken their work; 
Beppe was perfectly absorbed in the peru- 
sal of the complete victory of the Italians 
over the French; when suddenly the fol- 
lowing abrupt question made him raise his 
head. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



56 THE FLOBENTINES. 

' Beppe, tell me what you mean by the 
gilded poverty of the Contessa/ said Lisa. 

*What does it matter to you?' said 
Beppe, laughing. ' You are very inquisi- 
tive for your age.' 

'I am not inquisitive, and I am not 
joking, brother. I wish to know what it 
means.' 

^It means a grand air in a shabby 
gown; a solemn gait in an unfiimished 
room ; the head held high in a bonnet with 
faded ribbons; habitual forgetfulness of 
reality, and living in the clouds of the past; 
the voice, gesture, look, and deportment of 
arrogant riches surrounded by ruins.' 

' It is very ill-natured of you to express 
yourself so, Beppe,' said Signora Salvi. 

' And so much the worse of you that it 
is not in accordance with fact,' said Enrico, 
deeply wounded. 
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' If my mother thinks what I say ill- 
natured, I will tell you why. It is ill-na- 
tured because it is true. Look at the Con- 
tessa as she enters a fiacre. She leans upon 
the arm of old Giovanni so as to make him 
stagger. Then see her pass along the 
streets, looking at the crowd just as she 
did when she rode in a carriage-and-four.' 

' That is the nobleness of race,' said 
Enrico. 

' No, it is pride. I say again, it is gilded 
poverty. And now I must be off to the 
Michelangelo caf^ ; I have an appoint- 
ment. Good-bye, mother.' 

' ShaU you come home to supper?' 

' Probably I shall ; but do not wait for 
me.' 

His sisters kissed him, and he departed. 
Enrico was about to follow him when Elena 
said: 
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' Mamma has given us leave to go out 
Can you not accompany us for a short 
walk ? It has left off raining.' 

' I was going to the post/ returned the 
young man. 

' 0, do oblige us, Enrico darling, I beg,' 
said Lisa, taking his arm. ' We will go 
only just to the end of the Via Cerrettani ; 
that is not far.' 

' Well, be quick and put on your bon- 
nets; for I have an engagement at seven 
o'clock, to meet some friends at Doney's.' 

' You should not think it a trouble to 
go out with us. Last year, when you were 
down in that hateful Tyrol with Garibaldi, 
and we had no one to accompany us, we 
stayed indoors for weeks. Beppe was with 
his regiment; but, so far as he is con- 
cerned, whether he is with it or not, it 
makes very little difference to us. He is 
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always so absorbed in politics, that it is a 
perfect miracle if we can get him to go a 
few steps with us.' 

' This is called an age of progress,' said 
Signora Salvi. ' I suppose I do not imder- 
stand civilisation. In my time, the gentle- 
men thought they could not be attentive 
enough to the ladies.' 

'Quite natural,' said Beppe, who, dressed 
in his uniform and with his sword dangl- 
ing, passed through the room to go into 
the vestibule ; ' they had nothing else to do.' 

And pausing in the doorway, he saluted 
his mother with a smile. 

' See what the young people of the pre- 
sent day are,' muttered the Marchioness. 
' The spirit of independence is spoiling 
everything.' 

A few minutes later she was alone in 
the room, wholly absorbed in thought. 
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She was thinking of her past eventful 
life. Married young and without fortune 
to the Marquis Salvi, when he was an in- 
fantry lieutenant, her youth had been spent 
in sacrifices for him and her children. Her 
daughters had never been away from her ; 
she had educated them herself. Her hus- 
band had had a brilliant career, and he 
died a general. For twelve years past the 
Marchioness had been a widow. 

At the death of their father, Lisa was 
ten and Enrico twelve years old. Beppe, 
aged fifteen, was at the military school. 
Thus on the Marchioness herself devolved 
the responsibility of the education and po- 
sition of her three youngest children ; but 
she was aided by the counsel, the affection, 
and frequently the purse, of her brother, 
Don Girolamo Ricci. This gentleman, 
a canon of the cathedral of Florence, 
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was truly a man of the highest merit, 
and as remarkable for his talents as for 
the uprightness and nobleness of his cha- 
racter. 
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CHAPTER V. 

THE PROMENADE. 

^HE Signorine Salvi had changed 
their poplin dresses for black 
silk. Their pretty figures were 
advantageously displayed by their tight-fit- 
ting brown-cloth jackets. They were dressed 
exactly alike, to their laced boots, their 
orange gloves, their blue-satin bonnets, and 
gauze veils of dusky hue. Enrico gave his 
arm to Elena, who chaperoned her sister. 
The three passed through the Piazza Santa 
Trinity. 

' The weather is so fine, let us go a 
little way on the Lung' Amo,' said Lisa. 
'We have not time,' answered Elena. 
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* I must buy some wools and silks at Porta 
Rossa.' 

' 0, spare me your shopping, I entreat !' 
exclaimed Enrico. 

* My dear, it will not take me a minute/ 
returned his sister. 

Having reached the shop, the ladies en- 
tered, while Enrico waited for them out- 
side. When they had made their pur- 
chases, they found him with several friends, 
so that he showed no signs of impatience. 
All these gentlemen, with the exception of 
one, saluted the signore and passed on their 
way. 

* Signor Malaspina,' said Lisa to the 
young man, who seemed desirous of accom- 
panying them, ^ are you coming with us ? 

' Certainly, if Signora Elena will allow 



me.' 



' Most gladly,' answered she ; * but we 
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are not going far. We shall go dovim Via 
Cerrettani, and then return home ; mamma 
is expecting us.' 

The footpaths were filled with pedes- 
trians and officers. Beppe, in the midst of 
a group of the latter, saw his sisters pass, 
and saluted them with his hand. The 
shops were streaming with light. Carriages 
crowded each other going to and from the 
station. Elegant equipages were standing 
before the cafi^s, awaiting their owners, who 
were eating ices. The well-dressed crowd 
pressed without crushing each other. The 
moon floated above the cathedral, brighten- 
ing it up like an immense Kghthouse. The 
air was soft, and still damp from the day's 
incessant rain. It was like an April even- 
ing. 

At every step our promenaders were 
saluted by friends and acquaintances, with 
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whom they had to stop and chat; thus 
they slowly followed the wide ckan pave- 
ment which leads from the cathedral-square 
to the station. 

* Did you see Fra Paolo pass?' said Lisa 
to her sister. 

' Yes ; but I would not salute him, for 
fear he should stop to speak. He is a hate- 
ful being !' 

As our party returned home, they passed 
the house of the Contessa Albrandi. 

' Should we just go in and see Nina?' 
proposed Lisa. 

^The idea! it is too late, sister. Be- 
sides, we did not ask mamma's leave.' 

' You are right. I did not think of 
that.' 

' Adriano, what is the matter with you 
this evening, that you are so silent ? You 
follow us like a shadow.' 

VOL. I. p 
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' Seeing us every day, he has nothing 
new to tell us/ said Elena, smiling. 

' Pray be indulgent, Signora Marchesina. 
You are always so kind. You cannot think 
how my thoughts are taken up with this^ 
movement towards Rome. I will lay any- 
thing they will let Garibaldi escape from 
Caprera.' 

' If they do,' said Enrico, ' Eatazzi will 
support him.' 

'You think so? On the contrary, I 
think he will abandon him, and we shall 
have a second Aspromonte.' 

' God preserve us from it !' exclaimed 
Elena and her sister together. 

After a long silence, Enrico said, 

'Were you at the Garibaldian Com- 
mittee, Adriano ?' 

' Yes, I have just left ; and I can 
very well see that we shall become the 
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dupes of a few well-meaning men, of no 
energy.' 

' The position is difficult.' 

* It is indeed. Were it not that our 
people are the most sensible of all people, 
those who govern would seriously compro- 
mise our future position. But the destinies 
of nations are written on high.' 

' Yes,' said Enrico ; ' and when God's 
hand shall trace the word liberty in the air, 
nothing can make us fall back under the 
yoke which that hand shall have broken.' 

^ No faith is felt in the present move- 
ment,' said Elena. 

' None but simpletons are going,' said 
Lisa. ' I hope that neither you nor Enrico 
will leave Florence.' 

' Enrico is free, and can do as he likes. 
As for me, unfortunately I am not, and I 
must go where I am sent.' 
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Elena turned very pale, and looked 
anxiously at Adriano. 

' Up to the present moment/ continued 
Sippor Malaspina, 'none but enthusiasts 
and turbulent characters have taken up 
arms. The masses stand still, as if struck 
with apathy.' 

' To compromise the position of one's 
country,' said Enrico, with an air of reflec- 
tion, 4s a crushing weight for the con- 
science of an honest man.' 

' We shall soon see, mio caro^ what the 
government will do, and if the king will 
take part in it. If he should, every one 
will follow him, as usual.' 

' And we shall remain at home to pray 
for you,' said Elena with emotion. 

Adriano was near her, and his breast 
heaved with a sigh. 

' Say nothing about it to mamma,' con- 
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tinued she. 'It is better not to disquiet 
her.' 

' Yes, it is useless to do so/ added 
Enrico. ' If I go, I shall not give her 
more than an hour's notice of my depar- 
ture.' 

' She is used to these sudden separa- 
tions, poor dear mother,' sighed Elena. 

' Too true,' answered Adriano. 

After a long silence, he remarked, 

'Your brother Beppe is much dis- 
quieted. He is afraid that, in consequence 
of his regiment being in garrison, it will 
not go into action in case of a struggle.' 

' Well, he has plenty of scars as it is,' 
said Lisa in a tone of pride and regret. 
' At the age of twenty-seven to have beeti 
wounded three times, to have gained two 
decorations, and attained the rank of cap- 
tain, might satisfy him.' 
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They had reached the door of Salvi 
House. 

* Will you not come in, Signor Adriano?' 
asked Elena. 

'With pleasure/ answered he, taking 
the opportunity, as they ascended the stair- 
case, of saying to her, ' I must speak with 
you.' 

'When? 

' To-morrow.' 

' At what o'clock ?' 

' I cannot say ; you may expect me at 
any time.' 

' Yes, I shall expect you.' 

'Here are your daughters again, mo- 
ther,' exclaimed Enrico, as they entered 
the room in which the Marchesa was 
seated. 

Elena and Lisa embraced their mo- 
ther. 
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^ Go and take off your silk dresses, my 
dears. Adriano will keep me company 
while you are away. Make haste !' Then 
.addressing Signor Malaspina, she asked, 
^ How is your mother ?' 

' Very well, Marchesa, thanks. She is 
:at the Pagliano Theatre. They are 'giving 
her favourite opera to-night — II BaUo in 
Maschera.^ 

' Does your sister accompany her ?' 

' I think so.' 

' Tell me, my dear, while we are alone, 
how things are going on. I can learn no- 
thing positive from my sons, they are so 
afraid of distressing me.' 

* 0, not amiss ; everything is quiet.' 

' And what do they say at the ministry? 
You know that at first hand, as you are 
commissary of war.' 

' They are making preparations. I think 
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I shall be sent to the frontier, probably to 
Terni, with the corps of observation.' 

' Have you told Elena ? 

'OnoT 

*That is right. Do not trouble her 
beforehand; though no doubt she fears it, 
for she looks sadly depressed, and affects 
a gaiety in which I put no faith.' 

Adriano sighed. 

'Ah! life is a hard struggle,' said he. 
'To wait twelve years for happiness is no 
easy task.' 

' Yes, it is a long time, Adriano.' 

' No sooner does the horizon appear to 
brighten, and we think ourselves upon the 
point of realising our plans of happiness, 
than new difficulties interpose between us 
and our dearest wishes ; and the years roll 
on, and we grow old.' 

' no ; you are still quite young.' 
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' Marchesa, Elena is thirty-three, and I 
am thirty-four.' 

'Well,' said Signora Salvi, 'that is 
young.' 

The sisters entered the room in their 
house dresses, seated themselves at a table, 
and took their work. 

The eyes of Adriano and Elena fre- 
quently met, but neither spoke. 

' How absent I am !' suddenly exclaimed 
the Marchesa. ' I forgot to tell you, Elena, 
that Leonora has written you a charming 
letter, which I have had in my pocket since 
the morning.' 

' Is she coming back ?' asked Lisa. 

' Here it is ; you can read it.' 

Lisa took the letter from her mother's 
hands, read it from beginning to end, and 
then gave it to Elena, to whom it was 
addressed, but who was the last to become 
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acquainted with its contents. This seemed 
perfectly natural, and she did not even make 
a remark upon it. 

' I am very glad for Nina's sake that Leo- 
nora is returning/ said she. *When she 
is here, she procures her many pleasures ; 
she takes her out for walks and to the 
theatre.' 

* She is the only person/ remarked the 
Marchesa, 'with whom Signora Albrandi 
will trust her daughter.' 

* That is easily explained, mamma, when 
she is Nina's first cousin, and the Countess's 
niece.' 

* yes, my dear,' replied the Marchion- 
ess ; ' and then Leonora's conduct has always 
been so correct. What an excellent young 
woman she is ! so pretty, so gentle, so lady- 
like !' 

' Nina will be her faithful portrait,' said 
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Elena. 'She has the same good qualities 
as her cousin.' 

'I quite agree with you,' answered the 
Marchioness, with a sigh. 

' Professore Masi, Leonora's husband, is 
also an excellent person,' said Adriano. 
* They really are a model couple.' 

While this conversation was proceeding, 
Beppe stealthily entered the house, and 
proceeded to his own room, followed by a 
servant-man who had lived with the family 
ten years. 

' Gigi, pack-up my trunk,' said he. 

'Yes, sir.' 

'We shall set out at three o'clock in 
the morning for the Papal frontier.' 

'Yes, sir.' 

* Now mind, Gigi, if Enrico decides to 
go too, you will go with him, as you did 
before.' 
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'To be sure, Marchese. How can you 
doubt it ? If I had followed my own in- 
clination, I should have set off long ago.' 

'Now do not go and make a fool of 
yourself, Gigi ! you simpletons can never see 
farther than the end of your own noses.' 

'Perhaps so, Marchese. Still I cannot 
help thinking that if we had all marched 
to Eome without saying a word, it would 
have been the best.' 

' I forbid you to persuade my brother.' 

' No fear of that.' 

' Let him follow his own inclinations.' 

'Tou need not doubt but I shall.' 

' He must not expose himself uselessly.' 

' Of course not. What would my lady 
the Marchioness say ?' 

' Poor mother ! will she not have enough 
to bear!' 
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ERA PAOLO. 




jHE Contessa Albrandi never, by 
any chance, made use of her ten 
fingers. She belonged to the 
order of beings who can exact any amount 
of work from others, and are the complete 
realisation of that great word, ' Superin- 
tendant.' 

Leaning back in her large arm-chair, 
with her hands crossed upon her scaldino^ 
she listened without reply to a long dia- 
tribe from the old monk Fra Paolo against 
the king, against the government, against 
Garibaldi, against the country, against 
young men, against progress, against indus- 
try, against annexation, against the ideas 
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of the age — ^in a word, against every mor- 
tal thing. 

Nina, deeply absorbed in her own 
thoughts, plied her needle with the uncon- 
scious celerity acquired by the hands of 
clever persons when they feel that they are 
usefully employed. 

Nonna Luisa, seated in a little chair 
before a low table covered with shells, 
green paper, wire, and wadding, was manu- 
facturing large bouquets of camellias, by 
fastening little snow-white shells tightly 
together. 

Having finished her last flower, she 
mounted the bouquet, which she thought of 
offeripg to the Monks of Santa Maria No- 
vella to ornament the altar of the Holy 
Virgin. 

The room in which they were seated 
was very large. Two copper lamps of 
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antique form^ each having several lights, 
illumined it very insufficiently, and left 
in shadow every object beyond the small 
luminous circle which they made. 

The monk, dressed in a long white robe 
with a black hood, made use of a foot- 
warmer. Upon his knees reposed in light* 
but peaceful slumbers a little dog, very 
old, called Joli, the friend and inseparable 
companion of Nonna Luisa. 

Fra Paolo gesticulated, with the thumb 
and forefinger of his right hand tightly 
pressed on a pinch of Spanish snuff per- 
fumed with roses. 

' This mania for fighting shown by the 
men of the present day,' said he, ' is 2^ finis 
mundi^ my dear Contessa ; it is a military 
leprosy, which extends over the whole of 
society. In the streets one meets no one 
but officers and soldiers. There is a con- 
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tinual clinking of sabres and curb-chains 
and spurs — enough to make the hair stand 
upright on your head. Urchins of fourteen 
don the red shirt, and assume warlike airs 
ridiculous to the last degree. They smoke, 
frequent the cafes, read the papers, and plan 
military campaigns. Children of eight years 
old actually set off as drummers and trum- 
peters; and the women, the most sensible 
part of the community, let them go.^ 

'They must put up with what they 
cannot help,' said Nonna Luisa, in a con- 
ciliating tone. 

'Madam, they do more than put up 
with it. I can assure you that many of 
them regret they cannot themselves carry 
muskets and are excluded from enrolment. 
Society seems to have taken leave of its 
senses. The Marchioness Salvi, the most 
religious of women, cannot altogether es- 
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cape the contagion ; her sons, no doubt, 
will go. She foresees this ; and though 
they go to march against the Holy Father, 
she does nothing to hinder them, which 
proves — ' 

'Which proves,' said the Countess 
sharply, interrupting him, ' that the Pope, 
even among the devout, has lost much of 
his prestige.' 

' This is a very difficult paradox. It is 
a question — ' 

' Which we will leave, Fra Paolo ; for 
I hate talking upon such subjects.' 

'When the Marquis and his brother 
Enrico are gone, their mother will find her 
liberalism begin to cool.' 

At the name of Enrico Nina raised her 
head. Her large black eyes, fixed upon 
the cadaverous face of the monk, seemed 
to desire to compel him to say more. 

VOL. I. G 
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' Yes, my dear young lady, in the course 
of a few days Florence will be deserted. 
Our brilliant youth will no longer be seen 
lounging at the doors of the caKs.- What 
a revulsion ! Religion is dying out ; the 
respect due to its ministers no longer exists. 
The country is ruined, art is extinguished, 
music languishes ; no one smgs in the 
streets, the people seem struck dumb. 
Children are youths, and youths are men. 
No more laughter, no more games, no move 
poetry, no more morality, no more reli- 
gion, no more anything ! I would rather 
have died five-and-twenty years ago, than 
have lived to see this miserable state of 
things.' 

'I doubt it, Fra Paolo,' said Madam 
Albrandi. 

' My lady, it is a fact ! Disorder is 
everywhere predominant. I think, for my 
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part, we are approaching the end of the 
world/ 

The Countess smiled and shrugged her 
shoulders. 

' Everything is changed, Signora Luisa, 
even to the climate.' 

' Yes, the weather is terrible.' '^ 

' Were you ever obliged before to use 
foot- warmers at the beginning of October ? 
The floods are out ; these pouring cold 
rains will drown the troops of simpletons 
who want to shake the immovable power 
of his Holiness. I hope that when they 
find themselves without bread, without 
shoes, without clothes, without arms or 
ammunition, and wet to the skin, their 
enthusiasm will cool, and that in the Pon- 
tine Marshes, where they are going to 
seek glory, they will find nothing but 
fever.' 
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* That is not a very cheering prospect/ 
Nonna Luisa ventured to remark. 

' It is most disastrous, madam.' 

*Do you really think, Fra Paolo, that 

the Salvis will soon go ?' asked Nina, 

'I suppose so, signorina; for I have just 

s^en the Marquis surrounded by officers. 

He said as I passed, "We shall probably 

set off to-night." ' 

* But perhaps not to the frontier.' 

* Where else do you suppose ?' 

* Enrico will not go,' said Nonna Luisa; 
'his mother will certainly keep him at 
home.' 

* My dear madam, the mothers of the 
present day have no power over their chil- 
dren. That is what is called progress.^ 

Fra Paolo paused for a moment to take 
his pinch of snuff. He took up his foot- 
warmer, made use of a little copper palette 
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which lay upon the table, and was ex- 
pressly designed to stir and revive the 
fuel ; and having replaced it on the floor, 
he continued with more emphasis than 
ever, 

' I saw Enrico at the Caf^ Doney with 
two or three intimate friends of Menotti 
and Ricciotti Garibaldi. No doubt they 
were laying their plans for departure ; for 
they were whispering together. I listened 
very attentively, but yet I could not under- 
stand what they were saying. I went up 
to Enrico, and shook hands with him and 
said, "Good-evening, my friend ; I wish 
you courage." But he looked at me as if 
he did not comprehend me. The young 
men of the present day have no simplicity 
left ; their heads are full of politics. They 
ure Metternichs in short coats. You must 
forgive me for laughing, my dear ladies, 
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but really I cannot help it ;' and loud peala 
followed this speech. 

' Fra Paolo, I am not very well, and it 
is eleven o'clock,' said Signora Albrandi. 

' I am going now, most amiable Coun- 
tess. I have tired you with my chat. My 
duty to you. Good-night.' 

' Eing the bell, Nina, that they may 
show Fra Paolo a light.' 

The monk had scarcely crossed the 
threshold when the Countess said to Nonna 
Luisa, 

* Truly, mother, it is as much as ever 
my patience can bear to put up with your 
friends. Fra Paolo is more and more of a 
bore.' 

'He is a friend of past times, Gaetana,. 
and has rendered me services.' 

' Too long ago for me to remember 
them. As to me, I am under no obligation 
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to him except for having wearied me to 
death for these last twenty years, and hav- 
ing done me a great wrong. — What is the 
matter with you, Nina, that you look so 
disconsolate ? To fancy all kinds of ro- 
mantic troubles as you do is unpardonably 
absurd. Go and see if supper is ready; 
and do not let me see such a troubled face 
again, for it is not like a young girl's of 
eighteen.' 

* You are too severe to the poor child, 
Gaetana.' 

' Not severe enough it seems, as I leave 
room in her brain for the idle romantic 
ideas that it pleases you to plant there.' 

' My conscience tells me that I give her 
only good advice.' 

'We will not discuss that. Here she 
is; not another word.' 

The three ladies went to supper. It 
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was not a long aflFair, and consisted of cold 
beef, with parsley, oil and vinegar, and 
eggs. 

Giovanni stood with a napkin over his 
arm behind the Countess, who kept for 
herself the few silver covers which her 
poverty still retained. 

Her mother and daughter ate from 
pewter. Not a word was exchanged dur- 
ing the meal. ^ 

' Good-evening,' said the Countess, when 
she had finished. 

She embraced, without any appearance 
of affection, those who were nearest and 
dearest to her — her mother and her child. 
Separating with chilled feelings, the three 
ladies took the tapers offered them by Gio- 
vanni, as he wished them *a very good- 
night,' and retired to their rooms, which 
were bare of every luxury and comfort. 
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The Countess undressed with the help 
of the old waiting-maid Palmira, put on 
a Avadded dressing-gown, and then went 
round the house. She entered her mo- 
ther's room, lighted the night-lamp, and 
made the old dog lie down upon a piece 
of carpet, sa3dng, ' Stop there, you ugly 
brute!' 

Then she proceeded to her daughter's 
room, arranged the pillows under her head, 
took off an old woollen shawl that she had 
thrown over her shoulders, folded it in four, 
and placed it as a counterpane on her child's 
bed. 

' Go to sleep, and be reasonable, Nina,' 
said she. 

Then retiring finally to her chamber, 
she knelt upon the floor, and prayed and 
wept for a long time. 
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CHANGES. 




iHE Countess Albrandi's history 
was very sad. She was a rich 
and beautiful girl, and her early 
years were passed in opulence. 

Her father, Knight Commander Sproni, 
was chamberlain to Leopold II., the last 
Grand Duke of Tuscany. When Gaetana 
was sixteen, he had the misfortune to be 
defeated in an important lawsuit, in which 
the greater part of his fortune was involved. 
He might still have lived in affluence, 
thanks to the rich emoluments of the high 
office which he held; but the grief caused 
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him by his ruin cost him his life. His 
wife, the gentle resigned Nonna Luisa, was 
left a widow and poor at the very time her 
daughter was on the point of marriage with 
one of the richest gentlemen of Florence. 

This ambitious young man, who, in 
marrying the daughter, thought of espous- 
ing also the high position of the family, 
and of increasing his fortune, broke off his 
connection with Gaetana and her mother, on 
the pretext that his relations would not 
allow the union to take place. 

Gaetana, who was most impressionable, 
and passionately attached to her betrothed 
husband, was deeply wounded by this blow 
to her love and pride. She fell into a state 
of mental dejection, which caused her mo- 
ther mortal anxiety. 

Count Albrandi, a Roman of high birth, 
and said to be very rich, met Gaetana at 
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the house of some friends of her mother. 
He was struck by her grace and beauty, 
and, though much older than she, lost 
no tune in demanding her hand in mar- 
riage. 

Gaetana's wounded self-respect had need 
of a solace; and as a man of the world, ami- 
able, well-educated, and of very agreeable 
appearance, Albrandi was not displeasing to 
her. 

After having been treated with disdain, 
and seeing her hand refused — after having 
submitted to such humiliation, a match in 
every respect advantageous, with name and 
fortune, was, in the eyes of one naturally 
haughty, a veritable consolation. 

Her mother saw this, and anxious to 
an indescribable degree to provide her 
daughter with the only things which could 
make her happy — a position in the world 
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and fortune — she hastened to accept the 
Count's offer. 

The preparations for the marriage were 
made T\dth all haste. The trousseau, which 
they went to Paris expressly to purchase, 
was splendid. The corheille de noce was 
filled with cashmires, jewels, and laces. In- 
quiries were made as to the family of the 
Count. It was well known and of illustri- 
ous origin, and therefore it was not thought 
necessary to enter into minute investiga- 
tions as to the personal character of so 
perfect a gentleman, whose antecedents ap- 
peared to be aU that could be desired. His 
acquaintances gave him credit for every 
good quality, as well as for the nobleness of 
his house. Fra Paolo related marvels of 
him to Signora Luisa. The fortune of the 
Albrandis was solid, and consisted of real 
property in mansions and landed territory. 
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The marriage made a great sensation. 
A carriage draped with damask and drawn 
by four white horses conveyed the beautiful 
Gaetana to the cathedral. Carpets extend- 
ing from the porch to the high altar were 
swept by the white-satin dress and Brussels 
lace which enveloped the bride. 

The Count, still handsome and gracefiil 
in deportment and manners, seemed scarcely 
too old for the young girl of eighteen. 

Gaetana caught sight of the profile of 
her old lover, half hidden by a pillar; and 
she could not help flushing with pleasure as 
she threw a triumphant glance at him. 

Humiliated in his turn, and probably 
regretting he had not married the queenly 
woman, who would so well have done the 
honours of his house, he quitted the cathe- 
dral furtively, and during some days was the 
victim of the jests and mirth of his friends. 
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For that year and ten following winters 
the house of Countess Albrandi was the 
most hospitable and the most fashionable 
in Florence. The Court frequently ap- 
peared at its fetes. The Grand Duchess 
repeatedly visited the Countess Albrandi, 
who sustained with virtuous pride the 
weight of her noble and exalted position. 

The Count was not a model husband, 
but she appeared not to perceive it. Self- 
respect caused her to close her eyes to 
much. Her disposition was unyielding and 
unexpansive. More inclined to think of the 
regard and affection due to her than of 
what she owed to others, her temper was 
somewhat uncertaru. But her defects were 
redeemed by so many good qualities as to 
remain almost unperceived. Generous and 
charitable, sympathising in the misfortunes 
of others, possessing many social attractions 
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and an affable accessible manner, which in 
a haughty person is taken for condescension 
and is doubly prized, she was a favourite 
in the great world of Italy, and it was 
esteemed an honour to be on terms of in- 
timacy with her. 

When at the apogee of her beauty and 
fortune, she saw her husband struck down 
by a frightful malady, which carried him 
off in a few days. 

Scarcely was he interred, when a crowd 
of creditors presented themselves, and de- 
manded payment of enormous sums. The 
Countess, in order to free herself from their 
importunity, decided to sell a portion of 
her landed property ; but what was her de- 
spair on learning that it was all burdened 
with mortgages, the greater number of which 
were anterior to her marriage ! 

This discovery, which showed a great 
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want of care on the part of her mother in 
obtaining information as to the fortune of 
the man whom she had chosen to secure 
the happiness of her daughter, was con- 
sidered by the latter an unpardonable 
crime. Nor did she eVer cease to reproach 
her, from the moment when she saw her- 
self dispossessed of her luxurious house and 
position in the world. Every fresh diffi- 
culty, and the poverty which accompanied it, 
did but aggravate more and more the bitter- 
ness of her complaints. The evil qualities 
of her disposition now took the upper hand. 
She became more irritable and discontented 
the deeper and more irremediable her dis- 
appointments. 

Everything excited her hatred — the 
memory of her husband, the thoughtless- 
ness of her mother. She spoke disdainfully 
of the world, and despised the mediocrity 
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in which she was compelled to live. Those 
who shared her existence had a difficult 
task to fulfil ; but God in His mercy sur- 
rounded her exasperated temper with the 
love and care of two of the choicest dispo- 
sitions, two veritable ^angels — ^her daughter 
and her mother. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

THE ELDEST SISTER. 

J WO hours after midnight had just 
struck on the large clock in the 
dining-room of the Salvis. The 
sleep of the Marchioness, who had long 
since retired to rest, was troubled and un- 
easy. Her sons had not come home to 
supper. She opened her eyes every time 
the massive doors of the neighbouring 
houses, after giving entrance to some of 
their inmates, fell heavily back upon their 
hinges. 

'It is not here,' thought she; 'they are 
not come.' And her heavy eyelids closed 
again, until, at some fresh noise, thej^ 
opened once more. 
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* 

Beppe and Enrico eluded her vigilance, 
and reached their chambers in silence. Af- 
ter freeing themselves of their cloaks, with- 
out speaking a word, they together passed 
through the dining-room on tiptoe. After 
following several corridors, they knocked 
gently at a door. 

' Who is it?' asked some one. 

*Open the door; we are here.' 

The key turned in the lock. 

' What! not in bed, Elena? You have 
been crying.' 

' You both here ! What is the matter? 
Are you going away, Beppe?' 

' Yes; and you see I do not know how 
to go and say good-bye to our mother.' 

' It is terrible,' said Enrico, ' to be ob- 
liged continually to inflict such blows upon 
her.' 

' It is not your fault; our poor mother 
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knows that very well.' And throwing her- 
self into her brother's arms, poor Elena 
burst into tears. 

'How sad it is to have to lose you, 
Beppe! God will protect you. You will 
do yourself honour, will you not? Have 
you money enough?' 

' I have very little.' 

'Manmia paid the baker a very large 
bill yesterday. She has only just enough 
for daily expenses until the end of the 
month. I will give you my savings; they 
are not much, some fifty francs, but it will 
be usefiil in case of need.' 

' How kind you are !' said Beppe, with 
tears in his eyes. 

' I have some packets of wool to give you, 
and a comforter. Is your trunk packed?' 

'Yes; I have nothing to do but fasten 
it.' 
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*Have you remembered everything? 
Your flamiel vests and worsted socks?' 

*Lisa packed my trunk; no doubt I 
shall find everything I want/ 

* Are you warmly clad underneath?' 

* Yes; I have put on everything I had 
that was warmest.' 

'Where are they sending you?' 

' To Terni, or the neighbourhood.' 

' And is Enrico going too ?' 

'I advise him to wait. It is no use 
giving dear mother this additional trouble, 
unless things proceed to extremities.' 

'I quite agree with you. You will 
write and tell him what you see when you 
are upon the spot.' 

' Ah, I do not foresee much that is sa- 
tisfactory. Perhaps they will oblige the 
army to fight the volunteers. K they do, 
I swear I will desert and bury myself at 
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the extremity of the earth. I will never 
be the murderer of my brother, of my 
friends, and of the liberty of my country.* 

'God preserve you from such misfor- 
tune !' said Elena, with clasped hands. ' Join 
me in prayer that it may not be so.' 

The two brothers raised their eyes to 
heaven. It was but for a single instant; 
but their hearts and their sister's heart 
joined in the same supplication to Him who 
counts the sighs and tears of all who suffer. 

'God will protect us,' said Elena; 'let 
us trust in Him. I will go to mamma; you 
will come, Beppe, when I call you.' 

' Shall I ever have courage?' 

' You cannot go away without bidding 
her farewell.' 

' no, I cannot do that.' 

The Marchesina Salvi trembled as she 
went to her mother's room. 
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' If uncle Girolamo were but here !' said 
Enrico to his brother. * He has so much 
influence over mamma that he would be 
able soon to calm her. Unfortunately, how- 
ever, he is just now at Campiglia in the 
Marshes, and we have had no time to let 
him know.' 

' Send him a telegram to-morrow,' said 
Beppe, ' and he will be here in the course 
of the day.' 

Elena entered her mother's chamber 
like a shadow, and approached the bed. 
The Marchioness was asleep* She hesitated 
to awake her; but at length took courage, 
and kissed her hand, which caused her to 
open her eyes. 

' They are going!' exclaimed she in an- 
guish; 'I dreamed they were!' 

'Beppe's regiment will leave Florence 
in an hour, mamma.' 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE ELDEST SISTER. 105 

' Providence might have spared me this 
grief.' 

* They will not fight, you know, dear 
mother; the troops on the frontier are only 
a corps (T observation.^ 

' Is Enrico going too?' 
' No; Garibaldi is at Caprera.' 
' 0, I hope he will stay there, and not 
bring fresh agony upon us all !' 
' Here is my brother.' 
' 0, my poor child ! Come to me, my 
son ; come and receive the kisses and bless- 
ings of thy mother. I commend thee to 
God, my child. Do thy duty. Be good 
to the priests. Promise me not to let one 
of thy soldiers touch a hair of their heads.' 

* I give you my word, mother.' 

The yoimg man, leaning over the Mar- 
chioness, held her in a close embrace* Her 
tears interrupted her speech. Beppe knelt 
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beside her. She gave him her blessing, and 
holding his beloved head with her hands, 
she covered it with kisses and tears. 

* Beppe, have you the blessed little gold 
cross round your neck?' asked she. 

* Yes, mother.' 

' Go, then. Do honour to yourself; and 
may God bring you safe back ! ' 

And a last kiss blended the white curls 
of the maternal forehead with • the black 
waves that adorned the son's. 

The young Marquis rapidly left the 
room, followed by Enrico and Elena. Lisa 
was expecting them in her room. 

The portmanteau was closed; Gigi took 
it on his shoulders, and preceded his master 
to the vestibule. There the sisters took 
their leave of their brother, and left him 
weeping. At the street-door a hand stopped 
him. 
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* And me, my child!' said a voice stifled 
by sobs. 

'Ah, my good Rosa; I forgot to come 
and bid you good-bye.' 

The old servant received the last kiss 
from the child, now become a man, whom 
she had so often nursed upon her knee. 

The heavy door, as it closed upon the 
young captain, made the whole family start 
and shiver, 

Lisa and Elena, seated by their mother's 
bed, awaited the return of Enrico, who had 
accompanied Beppe to the railway-station, 
and dispatched a telegram to his uncle, 
Don Girolamo. 

At four o'clock he returned. The three 
children of the Marchioness remained with 
her until daylight, but without succeeding 
in calming her. 

About seven o'clock Elena and Lisa, 
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worn out with emotion and fatigue, threw 
themselves upon their beds. A deep sleep^ 
an interval accorded to the sorrows of life, 
shed its beneficent influence over Lisa's 
mind. Elena was too much agitated to 
close her eyes. * Adriano wishes to speak 
to me,' thought she, and trembled. *No 
doubt he is going away; for he never at- 
tempts to see me alone except when he 
wants to bid me good-bye.' 
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CHAPTER IX, 

THE OCCUPATIONS OF THE MORNING. 

^INA, who was very early in her 
habits, attended eight- o'clock 
mass with Nonna Luisa, in one 
of the darkest chapels of the cathedral. 
She prayed with unaccustomed fervour; for 
she was conversing with God about Enrico, 
and entreating Him to prevent his depar- 
ture for the Roman States. 

In Italy, politics are the domain not 
only of men, but of women and children. 
Nina held very decided opinions of her 
own. She loved her country with enthu- 
siasm, and, like the generality of Italians, 
she [desired to see Rome united to Italy 
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without violence or bloodshed, by the ir- 
resistible power of light over darkness, and 
the sole force of right and reason. 

An armed struggle, according to most 
people, was an imprudent and perilous 
thing. To die under the walls of Eome 
seemed to be a useless sacrifice, a glorious 
error. 

We feel that if the life of those we love 
is to be exposed, it should be for a cause 
not only just but mature. In the midst of 
the various opinions which agitated the 
public mind, one point alone was agreed 
upon by aU. 

The movement was imprudent. That 
union of all aspirations towards a single 
aim, which constitutes force, was utterly 
wanting. Such union never exists until 
the arrival of the hour of redemption. No 
matter how worm-eaten and rotten an in- 
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stitution may be, all efforts to overthrow it 
before that moment arrives are premature. 

Hesitation paralysed everything, whe- 
ther physical or moral. He who stops 
running at the moment of taking a spring, 
because the stream seems wider than he 
can leap across, is almost certain to fall in. 

Nonna Luisa regarded Nina with the 
expression of anxiety peculiar to aged per- 
sons when they see young ones suffer. It 
seems to them that the spring-time of life 
should be entirely decked with flowers, 
and that old age alone should encounter 
the thorny bushes which line the path that 
must be trodden on the way to that frozen 
region which bleaches the hair, the sterile 
season which retains no verdure, in which 
the buds of April and the roses of May are 
unknown. 

Mass was finished, and Nina rose. Her 
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grandmother followed her to the altar of 
the Virgin, where they prayed. Nina for 
a long time kept her face covered by her 
hands; when she looked up, two pearly 
tears glistened on her eyelashes. 

*Let us return home, my child; it is 
late,' said the old lady, taking her arm. 

The distance from the cathedral to the 
Countess's house was but a few steps, and 
the walk was soon over. 

Giovanni, the old servant, seeing them 
cross the square, ran to open the door, 
thinking as he descended the staircase, 
* Here come the saint and the angel !' 

He said to Nina in the most respectful 
manner : 

'The Signora Contessa has rung her 
bell, Contessina; would you have the good- 
ness to tell her that I will bring her break- 
fast directly? Yours and Signora Luisa's 
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is quite ready. I have pushed the table 
near the window into the sun.' Then with 
a confidential air he added, ' Do not speak 
to Palmira; she has been scolded, and is in 
such a villanous temper, she would be sure 
to give you a rough answer.' 

* Thank you for your warning, my good 
Giovanni.* 

' If you could but have seen her, sig- 
norinal She gave the cat a kick which 
made it jump from here to — ' 

'Poor pussy!' 

* Yes, and it had done her no harm. 
You are going to the Contessa's room, are 
you not? Then you will have the good- 
ness to bring me her silver sugar-basin; 
that will put her in a good-temper.' 

* Yes; that is a very good idea.' 

' Do you know, Contessina, that my 
mistress says the pretty china one with 
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flowers looks like a sauce- tureen? It is 
really a pity to see anybody complain of 
everything like that.' 

Nina entered the Countess's room and 
wished her good-morning. 

' How have you slept, mamma?' 

'As well as I can expect, with the 
agreeable life it is my fate to lead.' 

'Your coffee is ready; Giovanni wiU 
bring it directly.' 

' Ah ! he does not hurry himself Ser- 
vants take it easy when their devotion leads 
them to remain with ruined masters and 
mistresses. They assume the airs of bene- 
factors, and consider that you are obliged 
to them. Palmira's insolence is beyond 
bearing. If she had not been with us for 
twenty years, I believe I should have dis- 
missed her this morning. Could any one 
have believed it? Because the brown dress 
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which I gave her to mend was not finished, 
she told me that she had not had time to 
do it; and besides, she was not going to 
ruin her eyes with patching old things at 
night.' 

' She did not say it to offend you, 
mamma; she loves you too well.' 

' No, she said it of course as a compli- 
ment; and when I told her of her rudeness, 
she answered, "I do not know why the 
Signora Contessa should always be scold- 
ing me so. Your ladyship knows very 
well that I love you and your family bet- 
ter than myself; and I should be very glad 
if, instead of paying me my year's wages, 
you would accept the money to buy Sig- 
norina Nina a silk dress." ' 

' How good she is !' 

' Good ! say stupid rather. To think 
of a mistress being humiliated to such a 
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degree!' I told her such an offer showed 
a total want of respect, and could not be 
thought of for a moment. " Everything I 
say is wrong," answered she; "nothing I 
can do pleases you, signora;" and she left 
me; and it is my belief that she intention- 
aUy banged the door as she left the room.' 

' The doors are large, and make a great 
noise in this house, mamma,' 

'That is true; it is so empty, that every 
sound vibrates as in a hall. Ah, what an 
existence ! Who will deliver me from it?' 

Giovanni entered, approached the Coun- 
tess's small bed-table, spread upon it a linen 
cloth very white, then went to fetch the 
tray, making a sign as he did so for Nina 
to follow him. 

' The sugar-basin,' whispered he. 

*I had forgotten it,' answered Nina. 
She ran to her own room, took a bunch of 
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keys and opened a cupboard. From thence 
she placed upon the tray which Giovanni 
held a plate and cup of old china, a pair of 
sugar-bows, a spoon and fork, and the fa- 
mous silver sugar-basin. She filled a little 
coffee-pot, of the same metal, with coffee of 
delicious perfume, and poured some goat's 
milk into a glass cream -jug. Then she 
spread some fresh butter on the toast, and 
sent the whole to her mother. 

Having taken off her bonnet and mantle 
and put them into their places, she rejoined 
Nonna Luisa. They sat down to a break- 
fast exactly the same as the Countess's, less 
the silver and china. 

In Italy, persons write very little, and 
no one receives many letters. The mess- 
ages sent from one family to another are 
almost always verbal, unless they relate to 
something essentially private and confiden- 
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tial. In twenty households out of twenty- 
five, the husband opens his wife's letters if 
they chance to reach his hand first, the 
mother opens her children's letters, and the 
sisters read each other's, without ofience 
being taken, or a remark being made. This 
is not inquisitiveness or curiosity, but con- 
fidence. 

Family life in that country is a com- 
plete community of interests. The chil- 
dren have their toys, and very often their 
money, in common. The idea of 'property,' 
of * possession,' of 'mine' and 'yours,' i& 
almost unknown to Italians. Persons use 
other people's articles, such as scissors^ 
knives, pens, and so on, quite naturally, 
and without thinking of asking permission. 
Everything at hand belongs to the general 
family domain. The brother, on entering 
the house, goes to his sister's or his mo- 
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ther's room indifferently, to make use of 
the looking-glass, and repair the little dis- 
orders of his toilette. They all go into 
each other's rooms, sit down and chat, with- 
out ever thinking of causing inconvenience 
or being in the way. Thus all .stiflSiess, 
formality, and etiquette are banished from 
Italian families as from the society of the 
country. 

While Nonna Luisa and Nina took their 
coffee, the door-bell rang. 

Giovanni came to announce that the 
lad Cecco had brought a message from the 
Marchesina Elena Salvi. 

'Let him come in,' said the grand- 
mother. 

'Good-morning, signora,' said the boy. 
'The young Marchioness has sent me to 
say that the Marquis left last night; that 
the femily are in great trouble; and she 
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hopes that the Countess and Signorina 
Nina will be able to come in for a little 
while to cheer the Marchioness, who is just 
as one might expect she would be/ 

' I will go and tell mamma,' said Nina, 
quitting the table. Then, having returned, 
she said, ' Cecco, you may tell Marchesina 
Elena that we will come to-day without fail. 
Good-bye, my child, and thank you.' 

'Signora, my respects,' said Cecco, as 
he retired. 

When he reached the vestibule, Gio- 
vanni stopped him to ask : 

' Is Signor Enrico gone too ?' 

* No ; but if he goes to fight, Gigi will 
follow him, and I think I shall go too.' 

'A fine figure you would cut in the 
midst of that turmoil!' 

' Finer than you, who will not be there 
at all.' 
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Giovanni laughed. 
' Well said, my boy !' 
Cecco, who was already at the bottom 
of the stairs, lost the compliment. 

* That boy has quicksilver in his veins/ 
said the old man as he closed the door. 

Meanwhile, Nina and her grandmother 
had resumed their breakfast. 

'Nonna,' said the latter, ^will you go 
with us to the Salvis ?' 

* You know I never go out.' 

* But to-day is an exceptional case.' 

'I can very well go out early in the 
morning or late in the evening ; but my 
dress is so old, and my shawl so faded, that 
I dar^ not show myself in the middle of 
the day.' 

'Poor Nonna!' said Nina, kissing her. 
' But you cannot stop in the house all the 
winter.' 
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' 0, that is nothing to me ! At my age 
I do not need to go out for air ; and, 
indeed, it is more prudent not to expose 
myself to it. You will make my excuses 
to the Marchesa.' 

' Darling Nonna, if Enrico should chance 
to call, you will advise him not to go, will 
you not ?' 

' Yes ; make yourself easy. But he will 
not come.' 

' Will you do me a great kindness this 
morning ?' 

' Certainly.' 

' Will you make the button-holes in the 
bodice of my new dress, while I put the 
skirt into the band? Then it will be fin- 
ished; and if mamma will allow me, I will 
wear it for the first time to caU upon the 
Salvis.' 

The two ladies began their work. 
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' How thoughtless I am, Nonna !' ex- 
claimed Nina. ' I was forgetting that I had 
' to go and give out the things that are 
wanted for dinner. I must also do the 
accounts. Giovanni's memory is so bad^ 
that if I leave the morning's expenses to 
be reckoned in the evening, he cannot re- 
member anything. The poor man gets into 
such a worry about a few centimes, that it 
makes me sorry to see him, and he loses 
his night's rest in consequence.' 

After having finished her domestic 
duties and completed her dress, Nina went 
to her own room, which Palmira was en- 
gaged in dusting. 

' Is mamma going to get up ?' 

* Not at present ; she is saying her 
prayers. I am to go to dress her when 
she rings.' 

' Palmira, tell me something. How could 
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we manage to buy a dress for Nonna? 
What have I of my own that we could sell 
without saying anything to mamma T 

'My child, I have not the least idea. 
And besides, it would not be right to do 
such a thing secretly.' 

' But I have no money, Palmira.' 

' Nor I either, signorina.' 

' Could not you mention it to mamma ? 
She is always so melancholy, that she never 
notices when things are worn out.' 

' I dare not speak to the Contessa. She 
would tell me it was no business of mine.' 

'Nonna would do without everything 
rather than ask for a single thing.' 

' I know that very well.' 

' Come with me this evening, Palmira, I 
beg of you, and let us look in every comer 
of the house. We will turn out all the 
boxes and trunks and cupboards, and see 
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what old good-for-nothing things we can 
find. We will gather them all together, 
and then I will ask mamma to come and 
look at them; and if she consents, Giovanni 
shaU go and fetch one of the Jews from 
Piazza San Lorenzo, and we wiU sell them 
to him to buy Nonna what she wants.' 

* Yes, my darling babe, we will do so,^ 
said the old servant, who, having witnessed 
Nina's birth, treated her like her own child. 

* My dress is finished, Palmira. Does 
not it look pretty?' 

* Beautiful!' 

' Do you think mamma will let me put 
it on to call upon the Marchesa?' 

* I would not answer for her.' 

* I shall be very much annoyed if she 
refuses me the pleasure.' 

'Bah, what does it matter? Your 
cousin Leonora is coming; and when she 
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is here, the Contessa, who does everything 
she wishes, will let you wear your best 
dresses if she desires it/ 

* Mamma loves her very much/ 

' To distraction. But who does not love 
her? She is so kind and so clever! The 
Contessa is always in a good-humour with 
her.' 

* Always. She lets me go out with 
Leonora without saying a word. She seems 
to give up her maternal authority over me 
when Leonora is here.' 

* I always rejoice at her arrival.' 
' And so do I, Palmira.' 

The sound of a bell separated Nina and 
her confidante. 
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CHAPTEK X, 

ONE MAN OF MANY IN ITALY. 

DRIANO MALASPINA, of 
whom we have as yet seen 
little, but sufficient to show 
that a heart-affair existed between him and 
Elena, was a man of great merit. The 
son of a family poor and noble, like most 
of the old Italian families, he had sought 
to create a position for himself by his 
merits and exemplary conduct. 

His mother, the friend of the Mar- 
chioness Salvi from childhood, had kept 
up the* closest intimacy with her. Adriano 
was born and grew up under the eyes of 
the Marchioness, was looked upon by her 
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as an adopted son, and admitted to the 
most friendly intimacy. 

Having been brought up in close as- 
sociation with Elena, who was one year 
younger than he, he had nourished the 
tenderest regard for her from his earliest 
youth ; and at the period of the Marquis's 
death, the young people were about to be 
married, with the full consent of their 
families. Elena, with her husband, was to 
live in the house of the General, her father, 
who had appointed him his aide-de-camp ; 
and she felt herself doubly happy in being 
able to bring external comfort as well as 
happiness to the man she loved. Life pro- 
mised to be smooth and easy; and sup- 
ported by the influential patronage of the 
Marquis, Adriano's military career could not 
but be equally rapid and brilliant. 

The wedding outfit was prepared, and 
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the jewels purchased, when the Marquis 
was snatched from the embrace of his 
wife and children. The disconsolate family- 
thought less of the diminution of their 
fortune than of the loss of its head. Being 
unprovided with means to commence house- 
keeping, the betrothed pair agreed to delay 
their marriage to an indefinite period ; and 
thus saw the happiness, which seemed so 
nearly within their grasp, slip away from 
them. 

It would have seemed to Elena a mean- 
ness to become a subject of anxiety to her 
mother, instead of an assistance. She 
therefore devoted herself to the education 
of her brothers and sisters, and became the 
consoling angel, the support, and the coun- 
sellor of her to whom she owed her being. 

Never mentioning the sacrifice she had 
made, never complaining of her lot, never 
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grieving those to whom she had dedicated 
herself by the sight of her sadness or tears^ 
she assumed a gentle calm exterior, which 
so enveloped her as to become a second 
nature. She wept when she prayed in her 
own room at night ; and very often in 
the morning Rosa kissed the pillow still wet 
with the tears of her young mistress. But 
to the old servant alone was it permitted 
to discover the traces of that hidden grief 
which was never revealed by a word. 

On his side, Adriano had no wish to 
bring the woman he loved into poverty 
and misfortune. He therefore resigned 
himself to the blow of Fate, and hoped 
in a few years to make a position suffi- 
ciently honourable and lucrative to allow 
of his leading her to the altar. This be- 
came the only object of the young man's 
life. He devoted himself to it body and 
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soul, and trusted to time to assist him in 
realising his plans of happiness. 

Elena locked up her trousseau in a 
trunk, which she caused to be placed in 
her chamber. The Marchioness being in 
pecuniary embarrassment, her daughter 
sold the most valuable of her laces and 
jewels to afford her aid. Ten years after, 
the trunk still occupied its accustomed 
place, though emptied of its most valuable 
contents. And Elena, long since become 
a woman in years and self-renunciation, 
waited with him, who never ceased to love 
her, for the day of happiness to dawn. 
During all this long and cruel delay never 
did Elena or Adriano doubt each other. 
Fate had separated them; but the idea of 
the possibility of change had never occurred 
to the mind of either. 

The word they had given was sacred; 
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their tried love had proved an unalter- 
able love and faith; the inextinguishable 
torch of pure hearts illumined their long 
trial. 

This case, which may, perhaps, be 
thought unique in countries where life, 
under the pressure of commerce, industry, 
and social relations, passes more rapidly 
and excitedly than in Italy, is, beneath the 
beautiful sky of the Peninsula, and es- 
pecially of Tuscany, a very common one^ 
A girl of fifteen promises a man of twenty 
to marry him. The promise is indisso- 
luble. Sometimes ten years, twelve years, 
fifteen years and more, elapse before the 
man finds himself in a sufficiently inde- 
pendent position to secure the happiness 
of her he loves. The youth of the wo- 
man is one long sacrifice, that of the man a 
struggle with adverse fortune, and every- 
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thing he does is with a view to hasten the 
fulfihnent of his promise. 

A few words will give an idea of the 
labyrinth of sorrowful expectation, blended 
with fitful gleams of hope, in which the 
youth of Adriano and Elena passed. 

The gate of happiness was often for 
a moment just about to open, but only to 
close again upon these two young people, 
apparently so deserving of the pleasures 
which this life can aflford. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

RESIGNATION. 

30UR years after the death of the 
Marquis Salvi, at the com- 
mencement of 1859, a very 
rich old aunt, Elena's godmother, died. 
It was always expected that she would 
leave the greatest part of her fortune 
to her god-daughter. The Marchesina 
Salvi naturally thought the wished-for 
moment had arrived, and she could now 
marry Adriano. But upon the opening of 
the wUl, the family had the mortification 
to discover that the old lady had. left the 
bulk of her fortune to the convent of her 
confessor, Fra Paolo, and only a legacy 
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of 6000 francs and a- diamond ring to 
Elena. 

All her plans of happiness crumbled 
beneath this disappointment. Instead of 
marrying, Adriano, who was then captain 
and sub-commissary of war, had to assist 
in the campaign of 1859. 

He was brave, and quitted his post at 
the commissariat on every day of battle, 
by agreement i^ith his superiors. Thus he 
took part in the glorious deeds of Magenta, 
San Martino, and Solferino, fighting as an 
amateur or supernumerary, and incorporat- 
ing himself in the first regiment he met 
with. 

Though cool and calm in appearance, 
Adriano performed prodigies of valour, dis- 
tinguished himself beyond all others, and 
was twice decorated. He was wounded at 
Solferino, and remained several months at 
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Milan, Elena meanwhile ha\dng to endure 
the anxieties which are inevitable when 
the lives of those whom we love are at 
stake. 

During long sleepless nights imagina- 
tion unceasingly brought Adriano to het 
sight, lying pale, inanimate, and dying upon 
his bed of suffering. 

These early anxieties were but the pre* 
lude to many more. In 1860 Signor Mai- 
aspina was at Ancona with the army of 
the King. Then he was sent to Naples^ 
where he remained a long time, occupied 
in putting down brigandage. 

At length, towards the end of 1865, he 
received the promotion of major. Consi- 
dering himself now in a position to marry,, 
he renewed his offers to the Marchioness^ 
by whom it was decided that Elena should 
marry him in the followiQg spring. But 
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the political horizon was again overcast, 
and the campaign for the emancipation of 
Italy took place. 

Adriano followed the army, and fought 
at Custoza. From that time everything 
remained in such a state of uneasiness and 
uncertainty, that he dared not venture to 
renew his proposals to the Marchioness. 

Now the period had arrived at which 
the question of the Roman States was vio- 
lently agitating every one's mind. The 
lives of men might at any moment be sa- 
crificed in this serious contest. Truly this 
was not the moment for thinking of indulg- 
ing in the delights of domestic life. 

Adriano and Elena, seeing this,- patiently 
submitted to the fresh trial, hoping that it 
might prove the last. Would heaven suf- 
fer it to be so, or were Elena's sorrowful 
presentiments to be realised ? 
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CHAPTER XII. 

CONFIDENTIAL CHAT, 

|HAT an idea, to put on your 

new dress to-day, Nina ! You 

seem bereft of your senses !' 

said the Countess Albrandi to her daughter. 

» 'But if it is a pleasure to her, why not?' 

ventured Nonna Luisa meekly to ask. 

' All her fancies meet with your appro- 
bation, mother!' 

' She has so few opportunities of going 
out, poor child.' 

'And then the weather is splendid!' 
said Palmira, looking out of the window. 
' The day seems made on purpose to handsel 
a new dress.' 

' Of course it must be so !' said the 
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Countess, shrugging her shoulders. Then ad- 
dressing her daughter, ' Well, put on your 
new dress, then, and say no more about it. 
I do not want to discuss the subject for 
an hour. — Palmira, go and fetch my shawl 
and bonnet.' 

* Which, signora?' 

' Which ? Why, the everlasting violet.' 
Palmira returned with a beautiful real 
cashmere shawl, with a blue ground some- 
what faded, and a violet-satin bonnet trim- 
med with black feathers. 

'Will your ladyship come to the glass?' 
'What to do? To see my hair turning 
gray before the time, and my face wrinkled 
by the anxieties of the wretched life I lead? 
Thank you ; I would rather deprive myself 
of the pleasure.' 

Giovanni awaited his mistresses in the 
vestibule, to open the door for them. See- 
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ing Nina appear in her new dress, he looked 
at her with an air of triumph. 

This dress of gray poplin suited her 
perfectly. A black -cloth palet6t, and a 
black-straw hat with a blue feather, com- 
pleted her attire. 

After having closed the door upon the 
signore, Giovanni went and took his place 
by Palmira at the dining-room window, to 
see them cross the street and a comer of 
the cathedral-square. 

'Isn't she pretty? isn't she pretty?' said 
he. 'Look at her walking along there. 
Everybody who meets her turns round to 
look at her.' 

' And the Contessa too is still very beau- 
tiful,' said Pahnira. 'Do you remember, 
Giovanni, the day she gave a fancy-ball, 
when the Grand Duchess came ? 

' I should think so, indeed ! She was 
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•dressed as a queen — Catherine de' Me- 
•dicis !' 

'No; you are wrong. The Contessa 
was in the costume of a queen that is dead.' 

'Well, do you suppose that Catherine 
•de' Medicis is alive?' 

' No, simpleton ! But I tell you it was 
a queen who died, killed in a revolution. 
Mary — Mary — ' 

'Mary Antoinette?' 

' Yes ; Mary Antoinette. The Contessa 
wore a white frizzed wig, and had on all 
her pearls and all her diamonds* Wasn't 
she admired? Her dress was talked of in 
all the papers. I was pleased enough that 
I was her lady's-maid. It was such an 
honour ! It seemed to me as if they spoke 
about me and you and everybody in the 
house, and it gave one importance. The 
servants of the princes were so polite to us.' 
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' Ah, my dear, those were famous times ! 
Mistress was good to us then. She was 
always making us some present; always 
had money in hej- hand — ' 

' And always so gay, that it was a plea- 
sure to see her,' said Palmira, interrupting 
him. 

'And the Count too (God grant him 
peace!), wasn't he an affable gentleman?' 

' As for him, Giovanni, he was the king 
of men. But it is a pity that he ruined the 
family.' 

' Do not say that, Palmira; for if he had 
lived, no misfortune would have happened. 
The Contessa had la furia francese for a 
little while, and sold everything when it 
was useless. When I tell her so, she goes 
out of her senses. But nothing will change 
my mind about it. If she had shown a lit- 
tle more patience and less pride, she would 
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have remedied matters. Don't you remem- 
ber how she tore-up the insolent letters of 
the creditors after she had read them?' 

' Yes ; and then paid their bills instead 
of making them wait. And at last she sold 
everything, as she said she would rather 
be ruined than humiliated.' 

*Ah!' said Giovanni sighing, *if Signora 
Luisa had but had more firmness, nothing 
of the sort would ever have happened. And 
then Fra Paolo advised her so badly. " Let 
your daughter do as she likes," said he; 
and so she held her tongue.' 

'Yes; she was the cause of all, Gio- 
vanni. Shq left the Contessa to her own 
whims. She has always let her have her 
own way. She would rather die than con- 
tradict her.' 

' That is what you may call being too 
kind, Palmira; it is almost worse than be- 
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ing ill-nature^. I have a good mind to go 
and see what she is doing there, all alone.' 

' Do go, Giovanni. If she doesn't seem 
too dull, come and tell me, and I will take 
my work into her room. We shall talk 
about Nina, and the time will pass without 
her thinking of it.' 

' It is all very well,' thought Palmira, 
as Giovanni departed ; ' but I have any- 
thing but a gay time of it here. Always 
shut up in the house like a chained dog; 
I never get out except to church. I am 
scolded at every turn for what I do right 
and what I do wrong; and with all that, to 
have the charge of trying to cheer and com- 
fort poor Signora Luisa, who, if she hadn't 
been a real saint, must have been dead and 
gone long ago.' 

Giovanni wore a pair of yellow slippers, 
of the price of a franc and a half, the soles 
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of which were composed of a^ort of folded 
paper, and consequently made no noise. 
He returned to Palmira without being 
heard by her, absorbed as she was in 
thought, and caused her to start dreadfully, 
as he advised her, in a loud tone of voice, 
to go to the old lady, ' who was so dismal, 
it was grievous to see her.' 

'Animal!' exclaimed Palmira, 'you 
need not shout so; I am not deaf. You 
frightened me so, my heart quite turns 
over.' 

' Rubbish, Palmira ! How am I to speak 
to you? With gloves on?' 

' It is rubbish enough that you're talk- 
ing about. Do you speak with your hands, 
pray?' 

' My dear, you get spoiled with living 
with the Contessa. You are becoming quite 
unbearable.' 

VOL. I. L 
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Palmira rushed out of the room in a 
furious rage, uttering disdainfully, 

' You nasty thing !' 

In a most unaccommodating state of 
mind, she took her work, which consisted 
of stockings to dam, and went and sat down 
by Nonna Luisa. 

The countenances of the two women, 
who were nearly of an age, were totally 
diflferent. The grandmother's, whose fine 
and regular features were relieved by curls 
as white as snow, wore the gentlest expres- 
sion possible. Her calm melancholy look, 
her gentle resigned smile, imparted a pallid 
light to her physiognomy, like a moonbeam 
streaming through the clouds. It was a 
celestial reflection, which placed her above 
humanity. Thin, noble-looking, and still 
graceftd, there was yet a worn and suffer- 
ing look, which harmonised with the worn- 
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out appearance of her attire. Her dress, 
of black silk, with stripes which had once 
been white, but were now yellow, hung 
limp about her drooping figure. Her shawl, 
once blue, now faded to gray, covered and 
gave the appearance of roundness to her 
shoulders, which stooped from age and the 
habit of incessant work. Her time was al- 
ways fully occupied. Nonna Luisa never 
gave an hour of her life to idleness. Per- 
haps she sought to deaden thought by her 
indefatigable industry. 

Shells, beads, and flowers were her plea- 
sures and almost her friends. With her 
skilful fingers she turned out true works of 
art. She was painting roses on a screen 
when Palmira installed herself near her, 
and dropped heavily into a seat. 

All the movements of the serving-wo- 
man were rough. She walked with the 
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hasty heavy tread of a person who has 
been unjustly found fault with, or who is^ 
about to encounter a scene. Although she 
was kind, her voice was rough. The habit 
of contradiction, and of a life passed under 
a course of continual arbitrary vexations,, 
gives a singular appearance. A person so 
situated seems to become invested with 
thorns externally. Palmira's features were 
hard and strongly marked. She held her- 
self as stiff and straight as a pole, in her 
continual endeavours to be as little imperti- 
nent as possible. Her hair openly revolted 
against old age, and would not turn white. 
It was iron-gray, and fell upon her temples 
in waves as farious as those of the sea after 
a storm. 

Nonna Luisa's little dog, which lay 
upon the skirt of its mistress's dress, was 
the first thing to attract her attention. 
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' I believe, signora,' said she, * that your 
dresses are made so shabby by having that 
brute always upon them.' 

' Go along, Joli !' said Norma Luisa. 

'I do not know why you called it Joli,' 
continued Palmira. 'They say that joli 
means "pretty" in French. The ugliest 
beast that ever I saw, with a negro's face, 
and eyes starting out of its head !' 

* It is a spaniel, and has been very 
handsome of its kind.' 

' 0, I know that; you haVe told me so 
often enough; but I don't understand, for 
my part, how you can call a monster hand- 
some.' 

The dog lay with its nose between its 
paws, casting looks of hatred upon Palmira. 
Indignant, no doubt, at her remarks, he 
got up, stretched himself like a persoil 
whose nerves are affected, and after yawn- 
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ing several times, went and licked his mis- 
tress's hands, and placed himself by her 
side, the farthest from Palmira, so that 
Nonna Luisa formed a rampart between 
him and the wounding tongue of his enemy. 

Palmira having expended her ill-humour 
upon Joli, her better temper now resumed 
its sway. 

' What a pleasure it is,' said she, * to 
think the Contessa is out in this beautifiil 
sunshine with Nina ! Giovanni and I watched 
them as they^ went. It was most amusing 
to see how everybody turned round to ad- 
mire the Contessina. There is nothing so 
beautiful on the earth as she. She is like 
a star.' 

' Yes,' answered Signora Luisa with a 
radiant countenance ; * there is but one 
thing to equal her beauty.' 

^ And what is that, signora?' 
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' Her goodness.' 

' You never said a truer word. She 
has a heart of gold, that child has; and 
such sense ! And when she sings, isn't it 
charming ? One could stand there for 
hours to listen to her. Sometimes I catch 
Giovanni, with his dusting-brush under his 
arm, standing straight up like a grenadier 
in the drawing-room doorway, tUl she closes 
the piano. If mistress rings, and I call 
him, there he stands like a post; and it is 
no use.' 

' She is accomplished, dear child,' said 
Nonna Luisa, sighing. 

' How glad I should be to see her marry 
Signer Enrico! He is as handsome and 
ahnost as good as she.' Then after a mo- 
ment's sUence Palmira added, in a tone of 
reproach, ' I am sure I hope, Signora Luisa, 
that you will not yield to the (Jontessa on 
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this point, for our child's happiness depends 
upon it. It is to be hoped that Fra Paolo 
will not interfere.' 

' Enrico will not be rich,' sighed Nonna 
Luisa. 

'What does that matter? Our Nina 
is not ambitious, thank God ! If she 
has a sufficiency, she will desire nothing 
more.' 

' I entreat of heaven to arrange it all 
for us.' 

' It is all very well, signora, to ask God 
for things; I always do so too. I ask fa- 
vours of the Lord, the Madonna, and the 
saints; and then, on my side, I try to obtain 
them for myself by talking about them to 
the persons that have them to give. J£ I 
were in your place, I should speak to Sig- 
nor Enrico, to encourage him, and show 
him that we are not all against him. My 
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mistress, the Contessa, sometimes says such 
things to him as quite enrage me, and I 
have to get out of the way that I may not 
hear them- When I am at work in the 
dining-room, and the doors are open, I can 
hear everything that is said in the drawing- 
room, and it is torture to me/ 

' It is a very difficult subject to touch 
upon,' said Nonna Luisa; * and then I never 
have the opportunity of seeing Enrico 
alone.' 

' I only wish he would come just now, 
while we are together,' exclaimed Palmira; 
^ for if you have not the courage to say any- 
tlung to him, I love Niua so dearly, I verily 
believe I should have impudence enough to 
talk to him about it myself.' 

Giovanni opened the door. 

'Signer Enrico Salvi,' said he, as he 
admitted that gentleman. 
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Norma Luisa and Palmira were so star- 
tled, that the former neglected to return 
Enrico's salutation, and the latter to rise 
and leave the room. 
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THE VISIT. 




jHE Countess, like most ill-tem- 
pered people, was irritable and 
disagreeable only at home. No 
sooner did she leave the house than she 
became a social amiable person. The rigid- 
ity of her countenance was lost in the be- 
nevolence of her smile. Her harsh shrill 
voice became susceptible of winning modu- 
lations, an indefinite something irradiated 
her sombre individuality, and she appeared 
ten years younger. 

Nina, whose nature resembled the sen- 
sitive plant, regained her cheerfulness, and 
indulged in the happiness of admiring her 
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mother, and the sweet satisfaction of loving 
her with that ftdness and freedom of love 
which ' casts out fear.' When once out of 
doors, how glad would the poor girl have 
been never to return home ! 

It was a great pleasure to her to call 
upon the Salvis. The hope of seeing En- 
rico made her heart beat. Her timid looks 
sought him in the distance, in every group 
of gentlemen she perceived. Yet, had she 
seen him appear, she would have given him 
her hand with a blush, and cast down her 
eyes. 

' He must know, through Elena,' thought 
she, ' that we are coming to see his mother, 
and will be expecting us. I^ by chance, 
he should not know, and should go to call 
upon us, grandmamma will tell him where 
we are, and he will immediately come to 
join us. He will offer his arm to mamma, 
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to attend her home, and I shall pass through 
all these long streets hearing him talk, and 
walking near him ! How short the distance 
will seem ! We shall scarcely have set off 
before we shall reach home. Things which 
afford us pleasure are so soon over!' she 
added to herself, with a sigh. 

After having traversed the Via Calza- 
jolo, crossed the Piazza della Signoria, that 
great open-air museum, and passed Via 
Vacchereccia, the ladies reached Signora 
Salvias house. 

The Marchioness received them, not in 
the salotto huono^ the company reception- 
room, but in the sitting-room which she 
habitually occupied. She gave the Countess 
a most cordial greeting, and embraced Nina 
with unaccustomed tenderness. The latter 
had cast a glance over the apartment as she 
passed through, without perceiving Enrico, 
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and a shade of sadness veiled her fair face. 
It was a visit of condolence that they had 
come to pay, and this apparent melancholy 
only served to render her the more charm- 
ing to Signora Salvi, who followed her 
with her eyes when she went and seated 
herself near the table between Elena and 
Lisa. 

'You can easUy imagine, my dear 
friend,' said the Countess, 'how grieved I 
feel at the departure of Beppe; but you 
need not be frightened about this cam- 
paign. The regular troops will remain at 
the frontier, and will not fight.' 

' That is what Girolamo has kept telling 
me since his return.' 

' The Canon is here, then?' 

'Yes; Enrico sent him a telegram un- 
known to mcj and my dear brother came 
back this morning at eleven o'clock. He 
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left Campiglia an hour after having received 
the telegraphic despatch. I have felt much 
calmer since he has been here. He brings 
forward such persuasive and convincing rea- 
sons to combat my fears, that, after having 
listened to him, I feel almost ashamed of 
my weakness.' 

' It is a great consolation for you, my 
•dear Coimtess, to feel that, come what 
may, your gon will always do himself 
honour.' 

' I hope so.' 

'But what a scourge is this temporal 
power ! Do you not begin to understand it 
in that light?' 

' I do more than understand, Countess; 
I fully agree that it is so.' 

'The kingly power of the Pope is a 
sword suspended over our country. The 
Holy Father alone can excite a conflict 
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between Italian and Italian, between bro- 
ther and brother.' 

' Alas, that is too true,' answered Sig- 
nora Salvi. ' The only blessing I pray for 
is that Enrico may stop, at home.' 

Nina, although apparently occupied in 
looking at a new pattern of tatting which 
her friends were doing, had not lost a word 
of the conversation between the two ladies, 
and felt agitated each time that the name 
of Enrico was pronounced. 

'Does your brother Enrico think of 
leaving Florence ?' asked she hesitatingly. 

' I hope not,' exclaimed Lisa; ' that 
would fill the measure more than full. 
When you see him, Nina, do you not try to 
make him imderstand that it is contrary 
to common sense to join such a cam- 
paign?' 

' We tell him that he ought to stay at 
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home. But if he thinks it right to go, he: 
will go without talking about it,' said Nina,^ 
a sigh from her heart accompanying the 
words. 

* That is just what they always do,' af- 
firmed Lisa ; ' so that for some time pasl^ 
we have been sitting upon thorns, always- 
fancying he was coming in to bid us good-: 
bye.' 

^ And what of Signor Adriano T asked 
Nina of Elena, whose turn it now was to 
sigh and blush. 

'With regard to him,' said she, * no- 
thing is at present decided. We shall see.' 

* My cousin Leonora is coming,' said 
Nina ; ^ did you know?' 

' Yes; she wrote and told us,' said both 
sisters together. 

' She is in trouble too. Her husband, 
who has joined all the campaigns, will not 

VOL. I. M 
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now remain inactive. She fears that when 
she comes to Florence he will leave her 
with us, and go away to fight, or catch the 
fever in the Pontine Marshes/ 

* These torrents of rain make my heart 
sink/ said Elena, * when I think of all 
who are exposed to them, and who have to 
sleep upon the wet groimd. 0, it is truly 
frightful!' 

^If I had not my uncle Girolamo to 
reconcile me a little to the priests,' said 
Lisa, *I believe I should detest them all. 
When I meet any of them in the street, 
rubbing their hands and looking so pleased 
because our poor volunteers are suffering, 
I feel tempted to insult them. Ah, if I 
were but a man, would I not make them 
listen to some bitter truths !' 

^ Speak lower, Lisa,' said Elena ; ' if 
mamma hears you, she will be annoyed.' 
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* I never say anything before her ; but 
no one knows what it costs me to forbear.* 

' I do riot believe that Enrico went to 
bed at all last night/ said Elena. ^ At six 
o'clock this morning he was still with 
mamma, and when I rose at nine, he was 
gone out/ 

' That is why he is not here/ thought 
Nina. ' He did not know that I was com- 
ing/ 

During this conversation between their 
daughters, the Countess and the Mar- 
chioness whispered together with the most 
complete intimacy; and the names of En- 
rico and Nina were frequently pronounced. 

The young ladies continued to express 
their ideas upon the events of the day, 
after having admired the hat and new dress 
of their friend Nina as much as they de- 
served, when the drawing - room door 
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opened. A inan with a venerable counten- 
ance and princely air entered. He was 
dressed in a long buttoned black -cloth 
coat, Hia small well-formed feet were in-* 
cased in . violet - silk stockings, and shoes 
with gold buckles, 

* Welcome back to Florence, Don Giro^ 
lamo,' said the Countess to him, holding 
out her hand. . . 

The young ladies received their uncle 
with radiant countenances. 

* We are so pleased that he is here,' said 
they to Nina, who rose to meet the noble 
old man. 

* Bwerita, dear daughter,' said Don Giro-* 
lamo, placing his hand, white and delicate 
as a lady's, upon the young girl's shoulder. 
^ Better and dearer than ever, I am sure.' 

Nina looked at him with an air of af^ 
fection. The Countess smiled. 
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: Turning to her, the Canon continued, 

'During the six months which hav^ 
elapsed since I saw her last, she seems to 
me to have grown.* Then addressing th6 
Marchioness, he asked, ^Well, sister, art 
you better ?' 

' Yes, thank you.' 

'It was well I came, for I found her 
this morning in the most unreasonable 
state of prostration. You would have 
thought that Beppe was lost. Unfortu- 
nately, what they are doing now is but 
a comedy badly played. It is a make- 
believe war, and can have but a pitiful 
result.' 

The Canon had just seated himself when 
hasty steps were heard. Nina, who was 
speaking, paused, thinking that Enrico was 
about to appear. Her illusion was of short 
duration. Fra Paolo made an irruption 
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into the room, and threw himself upon Don 
Girolamo's neck. 

Elena whispered in the ear of Nina, 
who made a sign to Lisa. All three rose 
and Jeft the drawing-room. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

DON GIROLAMO'RICCI. 

HEARD from Cecco this very mo- 
ment of your return, my dear 
friend, and I ran in to give you 
welcome,' said Era Paolo, out of breath. 'I 
must also pay my compliments of sincere 
condolence to her grace the Marchioness, 
upon the sad departure of her son.. It is 
cruel to see men like the young Marquis 
become the persecutors of the representa- 
tive of our divine Master, of the blessed 
old man whom we venerate.' 
Signora Salvi sighed. 
' How much we have missed you at the 
episcopal palace, deay Don Girolamo!' con* 
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tinued the monk. ' In the painful circum- 
stances through which we have passed, 
your counsels would have been of the ut- 
most value to Monsignore.' 

*In general, Era Paolo, our worthy 
Bishop shows himself but little amenable to 
•the advice which any one may venture t6 
offer him. The nonpossumus extends to all 
the clergy* It is the chain which still sup- 
pbrts that enormous weight, the fetter of 
the galley-slave, which the Pope drags at 
his foot — the temporal power.^ 

' Don Girolamo !' exclaimed Fra Paolo, 
^can you still speak so, after the imanimous 
demonstrations of sympathy which have 
recently been manifested to this power, 
now consecrated afresh by the authorisa* 
tion of the Catholic world? I should have 
thought, Don Girolamo, that the sublime 
•movement of Poland, Spain, France, and 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



DON GIROLAMO BICCI. 169 

Ireland would have opened your eyes, and 
that you would now have seen, lite the 
rest of us, that the only thing to regret is, 
that the temporal power has not been raised 
to a dogma. That would have cut short all 
disciission/ 

* " My kingdom is not of this world," * 
said the Canon, smiling. 

*Have you forgotten, dear Don Giro- 
lamo, that when Pilate asked our Lord 
whether He was a king, He affirmed that He 
was ? Which proves to demonstration that 
'if the Saviour had not wished to consum- 
mate His divine sacrifice immediately, He 
-would have caused Himself to be proclaimed 
king; 

* Your arguments. Era Paolo, are more 
than ingenious — they are subtle. Thes6 
ladies themselves can estimate them, I am 
sure, as they deserve.' 
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* Fra Paolo is a very clever man,' said 
the Countess significantly. * I can but re- 
gret that, instead of being a priest, he is 
not an advocate. He would have declared 
himself the advocate of lost causes.' 

' A cause is never lost, signora,' ex» 
claimed the monk, ^so long as it has an 
anointed and infallible chief to sustain it.' 

'For charity,' said Don Girolamo, rising, 
* let us not sound the formidable abyss of 
infallibility. From that immeasurable ideal 
we should fall into the vulgarity of the 
proverb adopted by every land, "He who 
proves too much proves nothing.*' Infalli- 
bility trembles before the rationalistic tend- 
encies of our age.' 

'The bark of St. Peter will never perish,^ 
said the monk emphatically. 

' That is my belief, Fra Paolo. It can 
brave every peril while it steers along th^ 
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pure waves, in which Jesus received the 
baptism of humiliation and renunciation^ 
with which He made His crown of thorns, 
as He had made His cradle of a manger.' 

* This is a dream/ said Fra Paolo. ' AH 
power has need of material force to sustain 
it. A chief must have resources, distinc- 
tions, privileges. Society is pyramidal, Don 
Girolamo. Every constituted power has 
its defenders and its soldiers.' 

* And all, on this very account, are tem- 
porary, and pass away. But that which 
never passes away is moral power; that 
is the only force which can support itself 
which illuminates itself by its own light^ 
and draws its wisdpm from the eternal 
springs that flow from the infinite power 
which we call God.' 

'To find a mm of your stamp, Don Gir 
Tolamo, indulging in dreamy ideals instead 
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of showing a practical spirit is more than 
astonishing — it pains me.* 
/ 'Thanks for the interest you take in 
me. But I wish to persuade you that I 
look at things justly. You will, no doubt, 
declare me a fanatic; but it is my opinion 
that Italy can never be constituted until 
she has submitted to a pacific*'93.' 

* These words uttered by any one but 
your brother, Marchesa,* said Fra Paolo; 
addressing Signora Salvi, ' would make me 
take flight; but everything said by Don 
Girolamo merits, if not my approbation, at 
least my greatest respect. I will there- 
fore not run away until I know what he 
means by a pacific '93.' 

* Listen to me impartially for a mo-^ 
ment,' said Don Girolamo, leaning towards 
tjhe monk. 'You must allow, if you are 
sincere, that the clergy in Italy are in a 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



DON GIROLAMO RICCI. 173 

state of complete disruption; divided and 
subdivided by a thousand diflFerent opinions, 
by self-interest, fear, ambition, by scruples^ 
of conscience, by a leaven of patriotism" 
which occasionally raises the low instincts 
q£ cupidity to the lieights of disinterested- 
ness. The greater number among us are 
qonscious of* doing wrong; hence spring 
many inconsistencies and much irregular 
action, without unity or coherence. Two 
fears govern us and make us the ungrateful 
sons of our noble mother, Italy; these 
fears originate in material interest. The 
upper clergy struggle to satisfy their in- 
satiable thirst for power and honour; the 
lower clergy struggle under the impulse of 
profound fear, the fear of losing their daily 
bread. They gain this bread by an easy 
existence without direction or purpose. A 
reform would impoverish this class, and 
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render insupportable the weight of the 
ministry which they have embraced, not 
from vocation but from self-interest. We 
wish to assume the dress but not the duties 
of priests/ 

*0, Don Girolamo/ said Fra Paolo, 
'how can you speak so !' 

*You are rather too se\^re, brother; 
there are glorious exceptions to your pic- 
ture,' said the Marchioness. 

*And you are one of them,' said the 
Countess Albrandi, addressing the Canon, 

' I am not better than the rest, signorina ; 
and besides, exceptions prove the rule.' 

* You may say the burial-service over 
the priests, if you like, dear Canon. It 
does not affect me ; for, thank heaven, I am 
a monk,' said Fra Paolo. 

' In my opinion, the monks of the pre- 
sent day represent those sons of great nien 
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who shut themselves up in absolute in- 
dolence, but look upon themselves as sub' 
lime, and worthy of the highest admiration 
and respect, on account of the name which 
has been transmitted to them,' said Don 
Girolamo. 

* Let us see the point at which you are 
aiming,' remarked Fra Paolo. 

'For many ages past, Fra Paolo, the 
footprints of your admirable founders have 
ceased to be traceable in the dust of the 
cloister. Did not the Father of the Preach- 
ing Brothers, San Dominico, weep bitter 
tears over his work? You should know 
better than I, as a monk of his order, that 
on the 30th of May 1221, on Easter Sun- 
day, he was at Bologna, and entered the 
Convent of Saint Nicholas. Finding that 
they were engaged in enlarging the cells, 
he began to weep, and said to the Brothers, 
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" What ! will you so soon abandon poverty,, 
and build yourselves palaces?" He stopped, 
the work of embellishment, which was, 
however, resumed after his death. What, 
think you of that?' 

* I never heard of the incident before,*, 
said Fra Paolo, taking a pinch of snuff, 
whose fragrance was, however, lost upon 
him. After a moment's silence, he resumed, 
*Dear Don Girolamo, we have wandered 
quite away from the question.' 

*They are now fairly in for an argu- 
ment,' said the Marchioness to her friend, ; 
Avith a smile. *Will you come to my room?' 

'No, thanks, my dear Marchesa; I 
enjoy hearing your brother reason too 
much. Each word he utters assumes a 
palpable form. His conversation seems to 
me like a beautiful edifice brilliantly illu- 
minated.' 
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/He is an enlightened man/ said the 
Marchioness with pride. 

' I think we should do better to re- 
suine our conversation another time. We 
are wearying the ladies,' said Fra Paolo, 
slightly coughing. 

' Quite the reverse ; we are deeply in- 
terested. To hear two men of talent dis- 
cuss a subject which occupies the minds of 
us all is quite a piece of good fortune/ said 
the Countess. 

' Well, then, since the ladies permit, I 
repeat, dear Don Girolamo, you have wan- 
dered from the question. We were talking 
neither of convents nor their founders; but 
I was speaking of the use, and you of the 
uselessness, of the temporal power.' 

'You find me quite ready to maintain 
my opinion; and in order to give it more 
weight with you, I will support it by the 

VOL. I. N 
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authority of one of the modem watch- 
towers of our Church, a monk of your 
order, a Dominican, a learned and a wise 
man ; an orator, a writer, a member of the 
French Academy, and an admirable preacher 
— ^in a word, the Keverend Father Henri 
Dominique Lacordaire. You will find him 
as little a friend to the temporal power as 
I am myself. — Sister, give me the book, if 
you please.' 

The Marchioness took a book from the 
table, and handed it to Don Girolamo. 

*I believe Lacordaire to be incapable 
of rising against a power committed to his 
Holiness by God.' 

The Canon began to read without ans- 
wering Fra Paolo farther than by remark- 

' Let Lacordaire answer for himself: 
* " The enemies of the Church have 
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never read its history attentively, or they 
must have remarked the invincible fecund- 
ity of its resources." ^ 

* The invincible fecundity of its resources P 
repeated Fra Paolo, rubbing his hands. 

* " And the marvellous appositeness of 
this fecundity." ' 

* That is a fact !' exclaimed he enthusi- 
astically. ^Everjrthing about the Church 
is marvellous.' 

. * " The Church resembles that giant son 
of the earth who derived fresh strength 
from his very fall.- ' ' 

*What did I tell you, Don Girolamo? 
The bark of St. Peter will never perish.^ 

* These interruptions make me lose the 
sense of what your brother is reading, cara 
Marchesa,' said the Countess. 

Fra Paolo took the hint and was silent. 
Don Girolamo continued : 
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* " The Church returns, through its 
misfortunes, to the \drtues of its cradle^ 
and recovers natural power ^ as it loses the 
borrowed power which it derived from the 
world/'' 

* Bravo !' exclaimed the Countess. 

Fra Paolo took another pinch. 

* " The world can deprive the Church 
of that only which it has given to it; that 
is, riches, illustrious blood, a share in tem- 
poral government^ privileges, honours, and 
patronage, vestments woven by a hand 
which is not pure, the tunic of Dejanira, 
which the Church ought not to wear upon 
its sacred flesh, but only over the sackcloth 
of its native poverty.'" 

Fra Paolo coughed, and moved uneasily 
in his chair. 

'"If gold, instead of being the instru- 
ment of charity and the ornament of truth, 
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tarnish the one or the other, it must perish ; 
and the world, by thus despoiling the 
Church, does but restore to it the nuptial 
garb which it received from the Heavenly- 
Bridegroom, and of which nothing can rob 
it."' 

' This justifies the abolition of ecclesi- 
astical property, and the restitution of 
clerical riches to the nation,' said the Coun- 
tess in a whisper to Signora Salvi. 

' Do not interrupt Don Girolamo,' said 
Fra Paolo in his turn. 

The Canon continued : 

' " The world, by despoiling the Church, 
does but restore its nuptial robe; for how 
can any one be robbed of the nudity which 
she values? how take away the nothing 
which is her treasure? It is in voluntary 
spoliation that God has made the strength 
of His Church to consist, and no living hand 
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can penetrate this abyss, to bring forth 
anything from it. 

'"The enemies of the Church are not 
those who despoil, but those who seek to 
corrupt. There lies the lowest depth of 
the evil, and all would be lost through this 
device, did God ever permit the corruption 
to be universal. But corruption brings 
forth life, and conscience springs up again 
from its very ruins, a vicious circle of which 
God knows the secret, and by which He 
governs all." ' 

Don Girolamo closed the book, and 
looked at Fra Paolo. 

* These pages are beautiful !' said the 
ladies. ' What eloquence ! What just and 
loffcy views !' 

The monk, after a long silence, in a 
sententious tone addressed the following 
prudent reply to Don Girolamo : 
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' It would take too long to answer and 
make objections to this reasoning, which, 
like everything here below, contains a small 
portion of truth and a large portion of 
error. It is impossible lightly to under- 
take a discussion upon such a difficult sub- 
ject.' 

Turning to the ladies, he remarked, 

' Keally, time passes so quickly in plea- 
sant company, that I must bid you adieu. 
My dinner is waiting. — But just one word 
more, dear Don Girolamo. I am anxious 
for the explanation of the pacific '93. I 
have not forgotten it.' 

' 0, that is very simple,' answered the 
Canon. ' Italy wants a pacific '93 to di- 
minish the pernicious power of the clergy 
and reform their manners. In France, am- 
bitious priests and immoral abb6s perished 
in their own blood ; and from this bi^tism 
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emerged its (modern clergy, who shine in 
the first rank, and are an honour to the 
sacerdocy. In Italy, where reason and not 
hatred governs, furious and bloody revo- 
lutions are incompatible with our ideas and 
manners. Ambitious and worldly priests 
— ^priests who are unworthy to wear the 
ecclesiastical robe — ought therefore to dis- 
appear without violence beneath the crush- 
ing weight of the contempt of the whole 
nation. Contempt, believe me, Fra Paolo, 
is a pacific demonstration more to be feared 
by the institutions which it attacks than the 
sword of the executioner of '93.' 

'I am going now,' said the monk, with 
a bitter smile. * Your eloquence to-day is 
perfectly electrical, and it is better not to 
brave its effects. — Honoured ladies, my 
compliments.' 

As Fra Paolo quitted the apartment, he 
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met Elena in the vestibule. At his ap- 
proach she hastily hid a letter in the folds 
of her dress. 

* Adieu, Marchesina,' said the monk. 
* Do you feel ill? How pale you are !' 

' no; I am very well — ^perfectly well, 
I thank you,' said Elena, becoming livid, 
and hastening to her chamber, where she 
dropped into a chair, pressing her heart 
with both hands. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

NINA LOSES HERSELF IN CONJECTURES. 

S|t COULD not help pitying poor Fra 
Paolo while you were reading, 
brother/ said the Marchioness to 
the Canon. 

'Take care how you offend him, Don 
Girolamo/ said the Countess ; 'he will 
never forgive you as long as he Kves.' 

'It is always well to speak the truth, 
Countess. To dissipate the clouds of dark- 
ness by a few rays of light is a duty; and 
happy is he who succeeds in accomplishing 
it.' 

'Will you have the kindness to send 
for my daughter ?' said the Countess. ' I 
must leave you.' 
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The Marchioness rung the bell, and sent 
to seek the young ladies. 

' You must allow me to tell you, 
Countess, how much grown Nina appears 
to me, and what a charming girl she is,' 
said the Canon. 

' Did I not tell you, brother, that she 
was become a thoroughly accomplished 
young lady ?' 

* The man will be happy upon whom 
her choice falls,' said the Canon. 

* Poor child !' sighed the Countess ; 
* notwithstanding the good qualities that 
you are so indulgent as to attribute to her, 
she cannot choose. Our position is such 
that she can but submit to her destiny, 
which I have no power to modify. Heaven 
grant that Fate may not prove as pitiless 
towards her as it has to myself !' 

The Canon looked at his sister with a 
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significant air, which she no doubt under- 
stood; for, addressing the Countess Al- 
brandi, she said, 

' I shall come and see you one of these 
mornings ; I want to have a long talk with 
you/ 

'Nina's future interests us almost as 
much as yourself Contessa,' added the 
Canon ; ' and — ' 

He stopped short as Lisa and Nina en- 
tered the room together. 

* Why, where is Elena? I thought she 
was here,^ said Lisa to her mother. 

' We have not seen her,' was the reply. 

* But how can that be ? She left us 
more than half an hour ago. We were all 
three sitting in the large drawing-room, 
when she rose and left Nina and me, saying 
she should soon come back.' 

'She is busy, no doubt, with domestic 
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affairs,' answered the Marchioness. * If you 
look in the store-room or dining-room, you 
will find her.' 

While Lisa was gone to seek her sister, 
Signora Salvi remarked, 

' Enrico is very late to-day.' 

^He is on the look-out for news,' re- 
turned the Canon. ' Eicciotti Garibaldi is 
here, and no doubt he has gone to see 
him.' 

' Have you seen his last picture ?' said 
the Marchioness to the Countess Albrandi. 

'No,' answered the latter. 

' Well, if you will take the trouble to 
come to his room, I will show you it.' 

' Most gladly,' answered the Countess. 

Nina felt herself colour with pleasure at 
this proposition. She followed them, and 
entered the young man's bedroom with a 
feeling at her heart as if she were entering 
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a sanctuary. A room always seems to 
bear the impress of those who occupy it. A 
glance reveals the inclinations, the tastes, 
the instincts, and, we might almost say, the 
good and bad qualities, of the being whom 
it shelters. 

Nina had often in imagination pictured 
the room ; and she now found her imagina- 
tion fairly realised. Everything was har- 
monious, well-arranged, tasteful and almost 
symmetrical. Nothing indicated either an 
impetuous spirit or an idle temperament. 
The books were placed with care upon the 
book-shelves ; all the toilette objects which 
lay upon the table attested the nicety of their 
master's habits. The bed was surrounded 
with white curtains ; a desk, with blotting- 
pad, taper, ink-stand, pens, and paper, 
seemed the embodiment of simplicity and 
good taste. The easel of the artist, with 
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his colours and pencils, stood in the win- . 
dow. Upon the walls hung copies of the 
chefs - d^oeuvre of the great Masters : the 
Christ of Van Dyck, the beautiful Madonna 
deUa Seggiola of Eaffaelle, La Bella of 
Titian, the Beatrice of Guido, and flowers, 
and angels in robes of blue, and golden 
hair, and a device formed of weapons. Fin- 
ally came the painting which Enrico had 
just finished, and which was still upon the 
easel. This picture represented an episode 
of the Deluge. 

The Countess closely examined it in 
silence for some time ; then addressing Sig- 
nora Salvi, she remarked, 

' This is the work of a master. What 
vigour ! what transparency ! The wind 
drives the rain in waves. How effective is 
that lighting-up of the cloud! its pallid 
brilliance is reflected upon the awe-strickea 
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face of the woman, who is pulling her 
drowned child towards her, on the prcgect- 
ing rock. The scrap of drapery which the 
water presses upon her limbs is so wet one 
could wring it. Then look at that arm 
emerging from the waves ; and the eagle, 
which, with weary wing, seeks a refuge in 
the clouds. The effect of the whole is 
striking, magnificent!' 

* It seems so to me,' said the mother of 
the artist, with an air of triumph; .'and 
what do you think of it, Nina ? 

* Admirable!' said Nina, who stood 
quite stiU before the canvas, with clasped 
hands, apparently overcome by a species of 
fascination, intently regarding the work of 
the man she loved. 

Lisa entered the room, and declared 
that she had not succeeded in finding her 
sister. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



NINA LOSES HERSELF IN CONJECTURES. 193 

* She is not gone out, and therefore she 
must have been on one side the house while 
you sought her on the other/ answered the 
Marchioness. 

' You must bid her adieu for us/ said 
Signora Albrandi, who, having once more 
complimented Signora Salvi upon the ta- 
lent of her son, so far above the average, at 
length took her departure. 

In the street Nina kept silence ; she 
could not speak. It seemed to her most 
extraordinary that they should not have 
«een Enrico. Could he possibly have been 
at their house meanwhile? What was he 
doing? where could he be? 

' How very unlucky !' thought she; 'we 
might have spent more than two hours to- 
gether.' 

When her mother spoke, she merely 
answered yes or no. She examined the 
VOL. I. o 
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crowds of people who passed her with 
anxious eye, but among all those living 
beings she failed to find the one she sought. 

'No doubt he is making preparations 
for his departure/ said she to herself; and 
a shudder ran through her frame. 

Giovanni, who was expecting the ladies* 
return, heard their footsteps upon the stair- 
case, and hastened to open the door. 

' Signor Enrico has been here,' said he 
to Nina, with an air of mystery. 

* Then he would know that I was at his 
mother's,' thought Nina. *Why did he 
not return home at once? Can he be 
angry with me ? Does he avoid me on 
purpose? But for what reason? What can 
I have done to displease him ? I feel as if 
some misfortune was about to befall me.' 

' Where is Nonna Luisa ?' asked she of 
Palmira. 
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' Gone to church, signorina.' 

* What ! without waiting for me ?' 
' She will be back again directly/ 
' Norma is gone out alone ?' 

* She was not alone; Signor Enrico ac- 
companied her to the cathedral-door. He 
gave her his arm.' 

' He gave her his arm !' repeated Nina, 
who, lost in a world of conjectures, went to 
her own room to resume her house-dress. 
Never had she felt so agitated. 

Enrico was no less agitated than she. 
His visit to Nonna Luisa must have strangely- 
bewildered his faculties. He failed to make 
his appearance at home at dinner-time, and 
at sunset foimd himself, without knowing 
how, at the summit of Monte aUe Croci, 
seated upon the low parapet wall on the 
right of the church-door. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

MONTE ALLE CROCI. 

IF Florence is beautiful in all its de- 
tails, which must ever excite untir- 
ing admiration, how much more so 
is it when from an eminence it can be 
contemplated as a whole ! 

Monte alle Croci (the Hill of the 
Crosses), situated on the left bank of the 
Amo, beyond the Alle Grazie Bridge, and 
above the San Nicolo Gate, is a nearly- 
perpendicular acclivity, which is reached 
by a series of terraces, several feet wide, 
upon each of which stands a cross. It is 
a Calvary which the faithful ascend with 
emotion in their hearts, and prayers on 
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their lips. Upon the plateau of the minia- 
ture mountain is a small church, in front 
and around which is a cemetery, and near 
it a miserable Capuchin monastery. At the 
door of the himable retreat of this religious 
sect are seated a considerable number of 
poor, who receive alms in the shape of a 
morsel of bread and a few kind words. 

At the time when Enrico found himself 
seated upon the low wall which surrounds 
the peristyle of the church, and separates 
the cemetery from a deep ravine, the sun 
was just setting. • The great luminary had 
already irradiated the summits of the Apen- 
nines with his glories of purple and gold, 
that they might form a curtain worthy to 
veil his splendour. The Arno, swollen by 
continual rains, flowed gently on, like a 
serpentine scarf, its amber waves bearing 
the white and blue reflections of the clouds. 
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The oblique rays of the sun shed upon it 
in the distance a shower of little luminous 
sparks ; the water, thick and turbid under 
the bridges, became transparent beyond, to 
be suddenly darkened by the shade of the 
neighbouring trees, whose olive-brown sum- 
mits extinguished the phosphorescence of 
the waves, as they looked in them for their 
own reflection, and thus covered them with 
a mourning mantle. 

The clocks of all the churches mingled 
their soft plaintive voices in the air, as 
they sounded the Angelus. The varied 
noises of the town ascended fitftdly from 
the plain to the hills, like the moan of the 
sea or the winds of the forest, becoming 
fainter and fainter as they reached the 
tombs, upon which they expired. 

With an indifferent eye, and lost in 
his own thought, Enrico half perceived the 
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beauties spread before him, as though he 
were dreaming. 

The white fa9ade of Santa Croce, the 
belfry of the Palace of the Signoria, the 
cupola of the Duomo, the campanile of 
Giotto, the square roof of San Michele, the 
dome of San Spirito, as well as of other 
edifices, palaces, churches ; the Tower of the 
Borgello, with pierced and battlemented 
walls and roofs, telling of the middle ages, 
and fortified dwellings, testifying to the 
perils experienced by our ancestors. All 
the grand past, written in stone and marble, 
rose up before him like shadows. Fiesole 
presented a bold black profile upon a pale 
blue sky, transparent as water. The shades 
of night fell rapidly, and involved every 
object in their fall. 

. Enrico did not feel the evening wind 
as it agitated his hair ; he did not perceive 
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the town disappear, and its monuments of 
the past become confomided iq one black 
mass ; he saw not the light of the sky ex- 
change itself for soothing obscurity. What 
was it, then, which so engrossed his heart ? 
Joy or sorrow ? The effects of happiness 
so strongly resemble those of suffering, that 
we may mistake between them. He still 
heard the voice of Nonna Luisa gently say- 
ing to him: 

' Have courage ; ask my daughter to 
give you her child's hand, and by this step 
secure your future happiness. You love 
Nina, Enrico, and your love is understood 
and shared by her angel heart. A large 
fortune does not give happiuess. Work 
perseveringly to create an honourable posi- 
tion for yourself I am for you. I esteem 
and love you, and should feel it a great 
happiness to call you my grandson. Da 
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not be discouraged by the manner in which 
the Countess treats you ; endeavour to 
place yourself in circumstances which will 
overcome the disinclination she feels to the 
axjcompUshment of your desires. Fi^ht, and 
you will conquer.' 

What hopes, what pleasing confidence, 
had these words awoke in the heart of the 
young man ! But still what obstacles re- 
mained, what combats must he wage with 
fortune, and how long a time would it 
need to overcome the difficulties of his po- 
sition ! How was he to obtain a suitable 
appointment ? The moment was most un- 
propitious. How could he hope to gain 
reputation as an artist ? how dispose of his 
pictures ? 

^ Who cares for art in Italy at the pre- 
sent time Y thought he. * Who can find a 
resource in his pencil or his chisel? None 
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but old artists whose reputation is estab- 
lished, and who employ their talents in 
producing statues of Italy, of Manin, of 
Cavour, of Gioberti, or in painting the ex- 
citing scenes of our battles and victories. 
It is ahnost a disgrace at the present time 
for a young man to devote himself to the 
pacific arts; it is like a confession of cow- 
ardice. Which of us would not blush at 
being thought indifierent to the national 
emotions? Can I remain inactive when aU 
my friends, one after the other, are going 
to offer their lives under the walls of Kome ? 
— Italian Kome, whose gates are closed to 
us ; that city which we have made so illus- 
trious in every age, under every form of 
civilisation — by Paganism and our heroes, 
by Christianity and our martyrs. Shall 
the entrance be gained to our sublime capi- 
tal, and my feet not touch its soil, hallowed 
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by the grandeur of past ages — my eyes not 
behold the sacred standard of my country 
wave over the immortal remains of the 
apostles of Christ? Shall the three colours, 
emblematic of purity, faith, and hope, float 
beneath the rays of the sun which illumines 
the cupola of St. Peter's, the Coliseum, and 
the Campidoglia, and the sight be lost, to 
me? No, no; that shall not be! 

' And Nina, would she still love me if I 
proved false to the first of duties, if I re- 
mained inactive? She dreads my depar- 
ture — I feel it, I know it; but her lips have 
never uttered the word stay. Woman is 
always superior to man when duty and 
sacrifice are in question. To make her 
suflFer is a cruel thing; but to lose her es- 
teem is beyond my strength, and I could 
not incur the risk. 

* Ought I to follow Signora Luisa's 
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advice? Should I speak to the Countess 
immediately? The time is so unfavourable, 
it seems like provoking a refusal. If I take 
an imprudent step, it wiU delay the realisa- 
tion of my hopes. On the other hand, not 
to speak may prove fatal to them. What 
wUl Signora Luisa think ? — that I fear to 
engage myself; that I do not love Nina as 
much as she thought I did ; that I am guilty 
of levity and inconsistency. 

' Shall I open my mind to my mother, 
or talk with my uncle? Yes, the last is 
doubtless the best plan; for his heart has 
for a long time past guessed the secret of 
mine. But how can any one think of mar- 
ryiDg now! It is perfect madness. We 
are standing in the breach, quite uncertain 
what we may have to do to-morrow.' 

Clouds had gathered, and some large 
drops of rain, which fell upon the young 
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man's hands, awoke him to reality. He 
quitted the domain of those mental dreams 
which we call hopes and fears. A soft and 
gentle somid filled the regions of space; 
the clock of the Signoria Palace struck 
€ight. 

' So late, and I still here !' said Enrico, 
rising. * What will my mother think?' 

He walked from the spot as rapidly as 
the darkness by which he was surrounded 
rendered possible, and soon found himself 
in the Via dei Bardi. Crossing the Ponte 
Vecchio, he went to sup at the Caf^ Fer- 
ruccio, and thence took his way to the 
Borgo degli Apostoli. As he set his foot 
upon the threshold of his own house, a man 
came out, and pushed against him most 
violently. 

* You might at least beg pardon,' cried 
Enrico. Receiving no reply, he hastily 
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turned round to look after the ill-mannered 
individual. 

* Is it possible !' exclaimed he to himself; 
* why, it is Adriano ! Has he lost his rea- 
son, that he all but ran over me without 
seeing me, and did not hear the sound of 
my voice? He must be as much agitated 
as I am myself. Truly, the life that we 
have been leading these last few days seems 
like a troubled dream.' 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

PRECAUTIONS OF FRA PAOLO. 

T the same hour Fra Paolo hastily 
ascended the staircase of the 
episcopal palace, urged on by 
evil thoughts. He felt that the realisation 
of his wicked design would restore his feel- 
ing of security. 

*Is Monsignore visible?' demanded he 
of one of the ushers. 

*Yes, your reverence; but there is a 
council this evening, and my orders are to 
let no one pass.' 

* I am very sorry. I had something of 
pressing importance to communicate to our 
worthy Bishop this evening.' 
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After a moment's hesitation, Fra Paolo 
continued, 

* Perhaps I could at least speak for a 
moment with Father Clemente. Does he 
take part in the council? 

* I wiU go and see/ obligingly answered 
the usher. 

During his absence, Fra Paolo walked 
thoughtfully to and fro, with his head bent 
and his hands behind his back, like one 
who feels oppressed by the weight of his 
own thoughts. 

* I ought to do it,' murmured he. ^ To 
be beforehand is an act of prudence : be- 
sides, it will be rendering a real service, not 
only to Monsignore, but also to my order.' 

'Father Clemente begs that you will 
come to the secretary's office,' said the 
usher, making a sign to the monk to follow 
him. 
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After many turnings in long corridors, 
Fra Paolo was admitted to the presence of 
Father Clemente. The latter was seated 
before a desk, in a large leather arm-chair^ 
in which he threw himself back as soon as 
he saw Fra Paolo, at the same time push- 
ing his spectacles up to his forehead in 
order the better to see him. 

' You here at this time ! After the Ave 
Maria I I cannot believe my eyes. What 
has happened?' 

'I should have wished to speak with 
Monsignore.' 

' It is quite impossible.' 

*I know that. Father Clemente. In 
the crisis through which we are passing, 
every moment of our venerable chiefs is 
employed in devismg appropriate means of 
averting the flood of impiety which threat- 
ens to submerge us/ 

VOL. I. p 
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Fra Paolo, whose inexhaustible loquacity- 
formed a great contrast to the heavy mea- 
sured speech of his interlocutor, looked at 
the latter for some time without obtaining 
any other reply than a movement of the 
head, which apparently betokened appro- 
bation* 

Father Clemente passed for a learned 
man. He was of the number of those in- 
dividuals, rare in the south, but numerous 
in northern countries, who use science as a 
plug to stop-up their minds. 

For much knowledge accumulated, or 
rather heaped up, in his brain had quite 
obstructed it. His thoughts, no longer 
fluid, had lost the faculty of flowing. Ever 
reading and seldom speaking, his conver- 
sation was a mere interrupted succession of 
monosyllables and phrases devoid of ideas. 

But this caused him to be regarded all 
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the more as a perfect well of science. It 
appeared to the non-erudite as if every thing 
they could say to him was too much be- 
neath the scientific heights of the worthy 
man to afibrd him the slightest interest. 
When savans assembled round Father Cle- 
mente, he listened to them in such absolute 
and thoughtful silence, that not one of them 
could doubt the weighty judgments formed 
by his exceptional mind, scrupulously care- 
ful though he was fo keep them to him- 
self. 

* Perhaps it will be well. Father Cle- 
mente,' said Fra Paolo, after having offered 
him a pinch of snuff, ' if I inform you about 
the subject which brings me here; and 
then, with the talent and wisdom peculiar 
to yourself, you can explain it to Mon- 
signore better than I could.' 

' As you please, Fra Paolo.' 
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* It is indubitable, Father Clemente, that 
the Church is in great peril.' 

*That is evident' 

* That not only the throne of his Holi- 
ness is shaken, but that religion itself is 
attacked.' 

* I 'believe it.' 

* Well, there are among us, in our own 
ranks; men blind enough, or weak enough, 
to swim with the stream which is upsetting 
us.' 

* Indeed!' 

This solemn declaration was followed 
by a pause. 

^Upon my honour! I do not say,' 
resumed Fra Paolo, ' that they do wrong 
intentionally. My heart is too fuU of cha- 
rity to judge their motives. But the de- 
sire to gain the ear of the young, and that 
burning thirst for popularity which con- 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



PRECAUTIONS OF FRA PAOLO. 213 

sumes many a soul, makes them too fre- 
quently employ those two incendiary words 
which ought to be struck out of our lan- 
guage : independence and country.^ 

Fra Paolo paused, thinking, no doubt, 
that he had created a lively sensation by 
his eloquent tirade ; but Father Clemente, 
who was much given to be absent, had not 
heard a word. 

* You must agree with me, I am sure,' 
said the monk, drawing closer to the table. 
' Are not independence and country the al- 
pha and the omega of everybody at the 
present day?' 

' Two great ideas, Fra Paolo.' 

* Great they may be, dear Father Cle- 
mente, but false, subversive, and leading to 
the gulf,' 

* Yes, that is what I thought— to the gulf.' 
*I was certain that an eminent man 
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like yourself could form no other judg- 
ment,' said Fra Paolo, with a triumphant 
air. * But is it not melancholy,' continued 
he, * to think that such ideas only can make 
any way at the present time?' 

' Undoubtedly so.' 

' And is it not painful to see them shared 
and enunciated, as I have had the honour 
of telling you, by excellent, priests, and 
such men as Don Girolamo Kicci ?' 

* Don Girolamo Ricci !. Ah, indeed he 
is a worthy man !' 

* The more worthy and estimable he is, 
the greater weight has his opinion. Father 
Clemente. And if his opinions are false, 
how much evil he may do to the cause 
which we defend !' 

^ And which he defends, Fra Paolo.' 

* No ; which he does not defend.' 
^Howisthat?' . 
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'Far from it, worthy Fattier' Glemente ; 
since, as I have had the honour of informing 
you, Don Girolamo expresses and maintains 
principles so opposed to the maintenance of 
the temporal power, so adverse to the re- 
ligious orders, that he will be a dangerous 
enemy to us all, imless our worthy Bishop 
is warned in time, and can induce him to 
think better of what he is doing. He alone 
can make him see how such theories com- 
promise our cause ; he alone has the right 
to compel hini to abstain from propagating 
them.' 

Father Glemente looked at Fra Paolo 
with an air of so much astonishment, that 
the latter could not help asking him if he 
had understood him. 

'No, truly I have not,' answered the 
father. ' You mix up the name of Don 
Girolamo, one of the wisest men I have ever 
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known, with that of dangerous persons. It 
seems to me childish and absurd ; I have 
no head for such nonsense.' 

' I am well aware that it is not easy for 
such a mind as yours to descend to ques- 
tions of practical and, according to your 
views, of secondary interest ; but — ^ 

'Come again to-morrow, Fra Paolo. 
Monsignore will be more competent than I 
am to judge the question.' 

' One word more, Father Clemente. You 
know the history of St. Dominic, do you 
not?' 

'Yes.' 

' Do you know whether he was at Bo- 
logna on Easter Sunday, May 30th, 1221, 
and if he then reproved the monks of the 
Convent of St. Nicholas?' 

' The fact has escaped me.' 

- Then it is false. I knew it was ; you 
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would have been sure to know it, had it 
belonged to the domain of history,' 

' Very probably.' 

'Heaven deliver us from successful 
preachers!' continued Fra Paolo. 'When 
once they have set forth upon the worldly 
course of seeking reputation and glory, they 
deem all means legitimate to insure success. 
They draw equally from pure and impure 
sources, from history and fable, from things 
sacred and profane, from the real and the 
ideal. That Lacordaire is a dangerous man.' 

' Ah, yes ; luminous.^ 

'I did not say luminous. Father Cle- 
mente ; you misunderstood me ; I said dan- 
gerous; and I shall employ the word with 
equal truth in applying it to Don Girolamo 
Ricci, when I have the honour of disclosing 
to Monsignore what I know of our Floren- 
tine clergy.' 
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' Yes, Fra Paolo. In great renown and 
highly esteemed.' 

' Just so ; and there is the danger.' 
' I am so absorbed this evening, that you 
must excuse me if I cannot grasp the mat- 
ter,' said Father Clemente. *Monsignore 
will afford entire satisfection both to you 
and Don Girolamo.' 

' I cannot tell what will be the result of 
the step which I have ventured to take,' 
said Fra Paolo, sighing. * All that I can 
say is, my object is good, and I am acting 
in accordance with the dictates of my con- 
science.' 

' Very well ; that will do. Good-night.^ 
'Adieu, dear Father Clemente; I will 
release you from the inconvenience of my 
presence.' 

* 0, no ; rather say the pleasure.' 

Fra Paolo retired, bowing repeatedly. 
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little satisfied with the result of his visit. 
As he descended the stairs of the episcopal 
palace, he grumbled between his teeth, 

* Deliver us from learned men ! They 
live up in the clouds ; and when once they 
have perched themselves there, it is impos- 
sible to get them down again. They do 
not care a jot about anything on the earth.'' 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 



THE MISERICORDIA. 



C|g|j^^f^ room, feebly lighted by 

il^^^v ^ lamp, was plunged in semi- 
^SS^gioiJ obscurity. Tbough it was al- 
ready late, she was not asleep. She had 
been unable to speak to Nonna Luisa, who, 
upon her return from church, had been 
met by her daughter in the vestibule. The 
Countess had accompanied her mother to 
her room, to relate the particulars of her 
visit to the Salvis, and had not left her 
until she retired to bed. 

Nina had exchanged some signs of 
intelligence with the old lady, and had 
fancied that she seemed pleased, and had 
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some good news in store for her ; but not 
a word of explanation could be exchanged 
between them during the whole evening. 

'I have had a visit from Enrico/ re- 
marked Nonna Luisa. 

The Countess merely asked in reply- 
how long he remained ; and receiving for 
answer, * More than an hour/ began to 
talk of other subjects. Nothing farther was 
said respecting the young man, as Nonna 
Luisa had not the courage to attempt to 
continue the theme. 

Palmira had made most expressive ges- 
tures to Nina from a distance. Giovanni 
had rubbed his hands as he looked at her, 
saying, 'All right, all right!' But the poor 
girl had been obliged to go to bed without 
gaining any positive intelligence. 

It was necessary at night-time to pass 
through the Countess's room to reach that 
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of Nonna Luisa. A door which opened 
from the vestibule into her apartment dur- 
ing the day was locked at night. Palmira 
slept in a little chamber contiguous to her 
mistress's apartment. Nina had thus been 
compelled to give up the hope of learning 
anything for the moment. 

She felt pleased, and yet so sad that she 
could have cried. She could imagine no 
plausible excuse for the indifference of 
Enrico in failing to seek her. It did not 
occur to her as possible that he might be 
too much agitated by his conversation with 
Nonna Luisa to be able to appear before 
the Countess with his accustomed calm- 
ness. 

The young are seldom able to reason 
with regard to the feelings of others. Psy- 
chologists of eighteen are rare. The first 
ebullitions aroused by love in an ingenuous 
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Tieart produce a vapour which spreads like 
a veil over the reasoning faculties, and par- 
tially robs them of their lucidity. Under- 
standing nothing of these internal ravages, 
and the mental wanderings which follow 
them, Nina could dwell only upon the ex- 
ternal combinations which, independently 
of his will, might have prevented Enrico 
from coming to join her. 

Was he on the point of departure, and 
busy with necessary preparations? thought 
she over and over again. Could he have 
left Florence unknown to every one, and 
without bidding her good-bye? * Where 
is he at this moment?' she asked herself, 
while her breast heaved with sighs. ' What 
can he have said to Nonna Luisa to make 
her look so happy? Nothing decided, of 
course ; for his position is the same to-day 
as it was yesterday. Career he has none. 
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His fate has not changed. Ah, how nig- 
gardly is Fortune! My mother has pro- 
jects for me — ^ambitious plans that it will 
be very difficult to make her abandon/ 

A moment afterwards the course of her 
ideas underwent a change. 

' What talent Enrico possesses !' thought 
she. ' How beautiful is his picture ! If I 
were rich, I would pay its weight in gold. 
I would purchase it, no matter what the 
price put upon it. And perhaps, after all, 
it will never find a purchaser. The work 
may for ever remain unsold. Fra Paolo 
wiU tell us that it has no merit, and is 
a mere daub. Everybody except mamma 
will believe him. ' Mamma will not praise 
Enrico. She will not say what she thinks 
of his picture ; and, as usual, the enemies of 
the poor fellow will get the advantage over 
him.' 
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To these anxieties — alas, but too real — 
succeeded thoughts of love. A cherished 
image gradually spread itself out before 
her half- closed eyelids, and there took 
up its abode. The memory of her heart 
formed a beautiful garland of aU the 
words of love it had ever received, and 
these, rising to her lips, mingled with 
the prayer which her soul raised to hea- 
ven. 

From time to time, anxious thoughts 
would intrude. *Is he ill? Can any acci- 
dent have happened to him? But all be- 
came indistinct. Thoughts and words were 
just merging into sleep, when a loud sound 
rung through the air, and seemed to freeze 
her blood. She listened intently. The 
sound soon ceased. ' Once P said she. It 
suddenly began again. Nina trembled, and 
murmured, * Twice P Silence again reigned, 

VOL. I. Q 
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but the sound again vibrated for the third 
time. 

'It is death! Heavens! can any one 
have killed him?' cried she. 

Possessed by this senseless fear, she 
rose, threw on a dressing-gown, lighted her 
candle at the lamp, and walked up and 
down the chamber as if to overcome her 
emotion. Now she heard the footsteps of 
persons running along the pavement. 

' Those are the Brothers,' said she ; and 
in spite of the dampness of the night, Nina 
opened her window, and there she waited 
alone and motionless. 

We so readily believe in the loss of 
those whom we love, that reason wanders 
in creating dangers which may threaten 
them. 

At length steps, measured and regular 
like those of a patrol, are heard. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE MISEBICORDIA, 227 

' Ah, here they are !' exclaimed she. 

A group of fifteen or twenty men, clad 
in long black capes, their heads covered 
with hoods, and their faces hidden by a 
piece of black stuff with holes cut for the 
eyes, appeared at the turn of the Piazza del 
Duomo. Four of them carried upon their 
shoulders a covered bier, surrounded by 
black curtains. Six others carried lighted 
torches in their hands to illuminate this 
funeral procession. The red imcertain light 
glared like the flame from a brazier, lighted 
up Nina's room for a moment with its sin- 
ister sparkle, and made her pale face look 
purple, only to become more livid than 
before. 

A strong resinous smell pervaded the 
house. Nina shuddered, and closed the 
window. 

* The bell of the Misericordia sounded 
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three times/ repeated she to herself. * They 
have been to fetch a dead body. Can it be 
Enrico's? Has he fallen into the Amo? 
or been fighting a duel? or been run over? 
Ah, no, no ! Heaven would not have per- 
mitted it. It is insane of me to nourish 
such fears.' 

Again seeking her bed, her white fin- 
gers pressed the coral beads of her chaplet. 
Prayer restored her to calmness, and with 
calmness her faith returned, and she slept. 

La Misericordia is incontestably one of 
the most curious institutions of Italy. The 
members of this confraternity consist of 
men of all ranks, from the crowned prince 
to the humblest artisan. Its object is to 
help the sick, to succour those who are in 
danger, and to rescue the bodies of those 
who have perished by violence. Does a 
man die from drowning, apoplexy, suicide, 
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or accident, the deep bass tone of the bell 
of the Campanile di Giotto, called the 
Misericordia bell, 'sounds some twenty 
strokes, three times repeated. All Flor- 
ence is thus informed that a death has 
taken place, that the Brothers of the Miseri- 
cordia are out to seek the corpse. If the 
bell sounds but twice, it indicates an acci- 
dent, and it is known that the person who 
is the subject of it is still living. He may 
have received a wound from a knife, have 
fallen from a scaffold, been thrown down 
by a horse; but he has not sunk, and still 
exists. The Brothers carry him home, or 
to the hospital if his habitation is unknown; 
and this they do after having bestowed 
every care required to avert the danger 
incurred by the sick person. 

The only obligation imposed on the 
members of the society, which is truly a 
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society of individual safety, is that at the 
sound of the bell they shall hasten to as- 
semble at the house called the Misericor- 
dia. There they don the capes, which cover 
them completely, and thus shelter them 
from the public gratitude, as well as from 
that of the persons they are so fortunate as 
to help and to save. Many and many a time 
is a small well-gloved aristocratic hand seen 
to emerge from the sleeve of the cape, or a 
foot shod in delicate polished leather appear 
beneath the long black robe. 

This humble and disinterested way of 
doing good would be truly perfect if in its 
exterior form it were less lugubrious. A 
stranger who might be seized in the street 
with a fainting fit, and who on recovering 
should see himself surrounded by black- 
tnasked phantoms with torches in their 
hands, feeling himself seized by these mys- 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE MISEBICOBDU. 



231 



terious beings, and placed upon the hand- 
bier — a veritable coffin — ^would really be in 
danger of losing his senses, and becoming 
a victim to his natural terror. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

MOTHEB AND DAUGHTER. 

?vOOD morning, Signorina Lisa; 

I hope you feel quite well/ 

said Rosa affectionately to the 

youngest of her mistresses. * As for me, I 

must tell you that I can no longer endure 

Cecco. That boy lies like a viper !' 

Lisa laughed. 

^ Where have you been to look for this 
comparison?' said she. *You are more 
clever than usual this morning, my good 
Rosa.' 

* Well, does not everybody say so — the 
tongue of a viper ?' 
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*Yes, in speaking of a calumniator, a 
dangerous person.' 

* That is just it ; people who speak evil 
and tell stories. Cecco is a liar ! I found 
him just now laying the cloth, and, would 
you believe it? he was wiping the glasses 
on the white curtains of the dining-room, 
instead of taking the trouble of going to 
look for a napkin! I caught him in the 
very act, and yet he dares to declare that 
it is not true, and only my fancy. The 
young imp ! he puts me quite out of pa- 
tience. It is more than I can do to bear 
with him. I am not a saint unfortunately, 
and he makes me sin ten times a day. 
When I go to confess, I have to talk for 
an hour about the passions that good-for- 
nothing young monkey puts me in.' 

* Do be kind to the poor boy.' 

* Boy, indeed ! He has more wickedness 
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in his little finger than twenty men in their 
whole bodies. I shall go and tell Mar- 
chesina Elena/ 

' No ; do not go to trouble her and 
awake her; she is not well.' 

* Poorly again ?' 

* I do not know what is the matter, but 
it has been grievous to see her since yes- 
terday. Just imagine, when the Albrandi 
ladies were going away, I looked for her 
everywhere, that she might come and bid 
them good-bye ; but nowhere could I find 
her.' 

' And where was she, then ? 

' Lying upon her bed, dear Eosa, if you 
will believe me, and almost insensible. She 
would not let me tell either you or mamma ; 
she declared it was only palpitation of the 
heart ; but I am very uneasy about her.' 

*Ah, signorina, the poor child has not 
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been well for a long time. Yesterday she 
was ill in consequence of Signor Beppe's 
departure. She should be kept quiet ; 
anxiety kills her. We ought to speak to 
the doctor.' 

* Her complaint is grief, you see, Rosa, 
and no doctor could do anything for that, 
so she will not consult one. She always 
says that there is nothing the matter with 
her, that it is a mere trifle ; but no one 
knows the ravages constant anxiety may 
make in a nervous constitution like hers.' 

Lisa, who had great buoyancy of dis- 
position, after a moment's silence began to 
think of housekeeping cares. 

' Have you folded up the linen that has 
been washed?' asked she of Rosa. 

* Yes, Signorina Lisa.' 

* You have put aside that which wants 
mending, have you not ?' 
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* Certainly.' 

* Is there much ?' 

*No; you will not have more than a 
day's work in patching. The bundle is not 
large.' 

* K you will come and help me, we will 
lay it in the press now. It is just striking 
seven ; do you think mamma is getting up?' 

* I should think she is.' 

* If so, I will run and give her a kiss. 
Enrico is still asleep, I suppose ?' 

*That he is, you may depend. Last 
evening, when he heard that Signor Adriano 
had been here to take his leave, he went 
out again to see him, and he returned so 
late, that I should think he will sleep until 
noon.' Rosa sighed. 'Poor Signora Elena!' 
continued she, * she is most unlucky. One 
might say everything conspires against her 
happiness.' 
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* Yes, she is sadly tried ; but some day 
or other she will get married to him. You 
shall dress yourself fine, my dear Rosa^ and 
come with us to the wedding.' 

* Heaven grant it may take place ! but 
cannot believe it.' 

Lisa left the old servant to go and em- 
brace her mother. She hastened back again 
directly, and both set to work to arrange 
the clean linen, which was no light under- 
taking. 

While they were engaged in this do- 
mestic occupation, Elena entered the Mar- 
chioness's room. 

' Mamma,' said she, ' I have reason to 
reproach myself. I have incurred blame, 
and I ask your pardon beforehand. You 
do not deserve that I should fail in confid- 
ence towards you, and I did so yesterday, 
for the first time in my life perhaps.' 
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*What has happened?' said the Mar- 
chioness, turning pale. 'You frighten me.' 

* When Nina went into the large draw- 
ing-room with us yesterday, I was on the 
watch, because, the evening before, Adriano 
had told me that he wanted to speak to me, 
and that I might expect him the next morn- 
ing. I thought I heard his step outside; 
and leaving Nina with Lisa, I ran into the 
vestibule, hoping to be able to exchange 
a few words with him without witnesses. 
Some one ascended the staircase. I par- 
tially opened the door to see who it was, 
and it was he.' 

' He ! and he did not enter ?' 

'No, mother; he gave me this letter, 
saying, " It is you ; that is providential. I 
beg of you to do what I ask;" and he 
hastened away. Quite agitated by his un- 
accustomed manner of acting, I broke the 
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seal, and ran my eye rapidly over these 
pages, which made me shed tears. I was 
still in the vestibule when Fra Paolo passed 
through it on his way out. I hid my letter 
from his eye, so that if he observed my 
paleness he would attribute it only to phy- 
sical causes. I could not possibly tell you 
what I experienced; it was as if a cloud 
obscured my reason, mother. I ran to my 
own room, that I might hide my grief from 
every one.' 

' You were afraid of grieving me.' 
' No, dear mother, but I failed in con- 
fidence and courage. I hesitated between 
right and what seemed to me at the time 
to be wrong, and I am punished for it ; for 
Adriano came last evening, and I could not 
exchange a word of farewell with him.' 

As she uttered these words, she burst 
into tears. 
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* He leaves to-day,' continued she, ' and 
J shall perhaps never, never see him again/ 

* My poor child, what do you mean ? 
Where is his letter?' 

* 0, mother, if I give you it, shall you 
be angry with him?' 

* To be sure not, Elena ; my heart can 
comprehend and pardon everything.' 

' You are so good !' said the affection- 
ate daughter, throwing her arms around 
the neck of her mother, for whom she had 
patiently sacrificed all the happhiess of her 
life. 

Elena could have been happy with Ad- 
riano in the humblest position; but the 
Marchioness would have suffered from 
seeing her daughter exposed to a life of 
privations; and to spare her this grief, 
as we have already explained, she had 
sacrificed the best years of her. youth in 
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waiting for what seemed likely never to 
be realised. 

Signora Salvi read Adriano's letter, 
which was conceived in the following terms : 

'My own Elena, — ^Fate is indeed cruel; 
it is again carrying me far from you, before 
I have been able to press you to my heart 
and call you my wife. I am sinking under 
the deepest discouragement and the most 
inexplicable feeling of sadness. Will my 
departure be without return? With this 
fear at my heart, am I to bid you only the 
same formal adieu as I do your mother and 
sister? Will you refuse me the happiness 
of telling you that I adore you, and that 
my whole life is involved in the ardent love 
which I bear you? Am I never to dry 
with my kisses a single one of the tears 
which your eyes will have to shed for me? 

VOL. I. R 
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* Elena, I entreat of you to have pity 
upon him for whom the earth is a desert 
without you. I shall come to your mo- 
ther's house this evening. I know the 
strictness of her principles ; I know she 
will not allow me to see you except in the 
presence of witnesses. But cannot you 
grant me a few minutes, the first time I 
have ever asked you to do so? 

' You well know that I respect you as 
much as I love you. You know that your 
honour is dearer to me than my life ; you 
know that you can trust me. When all 
have retired to rest, I shall come to bid 
you farewell. If you do not choose to 
wait for me alone, take your sister into 
your confidence. Let her be the wit- 
ness of my despair and of the vows which 
I make to my beloved, to love her for 
ever. 
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* If you accede to my prayer, probably 
the last which I shall ever address to you, 
make me an affirmative sign; say yes when 
I call this evening. Then I shall feel I can 
become calm, and the strength thus infused 
into my being will sustam me in the trials 
which I have to encounter. — Yours for ever, 

* Adriano.' 

The Marchioness was much agitated by 
the perusal of the letter. When she had 
read it she asked her daughter, 

'Well, what did you do? 

' Ah, mother, I cannot forgive myself.' 

* You met hun alone V 

' No. But though I was undecided all 
the day, towards evening, I confess, I re- 
solved to accede to Adriano's request. To 
inform my sister of my imprudent and re- 
prehensible intention seemed wrong, and I 
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could not have done it; but to confide in 
Adriano's honour seemed noble. I should 
have done so, mother, had not your tender 
confiding look rested upon me with an ex- 
pression of pity which penetrated to my 
very soul. Placed between you and Ad- 
riano, I no longer felt courage to commit 
an action which you would disapprove. I 
said to myself. If my mother, who loves me 
so well, does not think of granting me this 
consolation, it is because she would con- 
sider it wrong, and therefore I ought not 
to enjoy it. The time passed, and I saw 
Adriano turn pale, but my lips were power- 
less to utter the yes which he awaited fi-om 
my affection. He left the house agitated 
and troubled, as if he no longer believed 
in my love.' 

' Elena, my daughter, it is I who am to 
blame, not you. The heart grows cold to 
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love as age advances, and we forget the 
torments of those in whose breast it dwells. 
Governed by the opinion of others, by es- 
tablished customs and social proprieties, we 
sacrifice the happiness of those we love to 
prejudice. Child, why did not you speak 
to me ? Why did you fail in confidence 
towards your mother?' 

The Marchioness leaned towards her 
daughter, who was kneeling before her 
while she thus nobly confessed her fault, 
clasped her round the neck, and burst into 
tears. 

' He did not know, Elena, at what hour 
he should depart. He may still be in Flor- 
ence; I will write to him.' 

' For what purpose T 

* That you may see him. Have I not 
perfect confidence in you, my daughter? 
Can I forget that you are an angel?' 
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* 0, mother/ exclaimed Signorina Salvi, 
hiding her fece upon the Marchioness's, 
knee, * blessings upon you! How can I 
love you sufficiently !' 
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CHAPTER XX. 

NINA GETS INTO TROUBLE. 

i^EVERAL days had elapsed. Nina's 
apprehensions with regard to 
Enrico had ceased. He had ap- 
peared to her more affectionate than ever. 
She had learned the conversation which 
had passed between him and Noima Luisa. 
The grandmother had, so to speak, signed 
a contract between her granddaughter and 
happiness. Though nothing had arisen to 
amehorate their fate, Nina and Enrico felt 
much more easy now that they were secure 
of Nonna Luisa's protection. The young 
man had not yet ventured upon an avowal 
to the Countess, who was more unmanage- 
able than usual. Politics, the kindness of 
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her mother, the devotion of her servants, 
the gentleness of her daughter, everything 
affected her nerves. 

In the Marchioness Salvi's house, on 
the contrary, all had become quiet, and 
every -day life had resumed its course. 
Adriano, before his departure, had seen his 
wishes fulfilled. The happiness of spend- 
ing a short time with the woman he loved 
had been granted him, and he had derived 
from this unlooked-for felicity strength and 
courage to support his renewed trials. 

A farewell in which we have poured 
out our whole hearts is almost as consoling 
as hope. It enables us to measure the love 
which we inspire and yield; it is the trea- 
sure-store of all emotions, of all tender- 
ness; it is fidelity and constancy deposited 
mth those we love, to be restored when we 
meet again. 
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Elena, though sad, possessed the gentle 
calmness which faith imparts, and nothing 
unusual was observable in her. She seemed 
to love her mother more ardently than ever, 
and her filial devotion filled up every hour 
of her life. 

Lisa took it for granted that all would 
come right in the end, sung as she moved 
about, and her sweet clear voice cheered 
the house. Don Girolamo hovered over 
the family like their protecting genius. 
When he was there, it seemed as if no mis- 
fortune could arise ; the ladies therefore 
were now comparatively tranquil. 

Things remained stationary in politics. 
Gigi, the servant, dared not mention the 
subject of departure to Signor Enrico, 
Beppe having positively forbidden him, as 
the reader will remember, to influence him 
upon the subject. The servant was fer 
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from approving of this inaction; indeed, he 
criticised it severely, and communicated 
his observations upon it to the boy Cecco. 
The conversations which took place be- 
tween them on the subject reduced Rosa 
to a state of terrible irritation. Her blood 
boiled in her veins, and nothing but the 
contempt in which she held their opinions 
prevented her indignation from bursting 
forth. 

During this entr^acie of violent emo- 
tions, the daughter of the Countess Albrandi 
resolved to execute her plan of buying a 
shawl and dress for her grandmother, a 
plan afready laid with Pahnira, who gave it 
her full approbation. The project was, as 
we remember, to collect all the old articles 
which could be found in cupboards and 
boxes, gather them together in a heap, and 
sell them to a second-hand dealer ; the 
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product of the transaction was to supply 
the urgent necessities of Nonna Luisa's 
sadly-faded toilette. 

Nina had spent several hours in a search 
with Palmira, which, alas, had proved far 
from fruitful. They were together in the 
young girl's room, surrounded by old shawls 
and dresses, fragments of silk, pieces of net 
worn into holes, faded feathers, old-fash- 
ioned discoloured ball-room finery, which 
bore witness to the former elegance of the 
Countess, when she entered the room. A 
thunderbolt falling at their feet could not 
have disconcerted them more. 

' What in the world are you doing with 
all this rubbish? Are you going to a mas- 
querade?' asked Signora Albrandi ironi- 
cally. ' What disorder ! what confusion ! 
and what does it all mean, if you please? 
What was the good of rummaging out 
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boxes and drawers that have been buried 
for ages? I cannot understand such ex- 
travagant conduct on your part, Nina; and 
how could you consent to it, Pahnira? Was 
it to let her see what I was fifteen years 
ago?' 

* Signora, it was — ' 

* It was/ said the Countess, cutting short 
Palmira's speech, 'fi-om a stupid curiosity 
which I could not have supposed possible 
in my daughter, and which I cannot pardon 
in you. To look at this room, I might 
fancy myself in a second-hand clothes-shop, 
or at some low dealer's ; — people, thank 
heaven, that I have never yet had anything 
to do with, though it is perhaps the only 
humiliation which Providence has spared 
me.' 

With these words Nina saw all her 
hopes vanish. She exchanged a look with 
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Palmira. This look was a command to 
keep silence, and so the latter understood 
it; but feeling that the necessities of Nonna 
Luisa were real, and that, one day or an- 
other, before long, a scene was inevitable, 
she took her resolve, and answered without 
hesitating : 

'The fact is, Signorina Nina and I 
thought of asking your permission to sell 
these useless things to a second-hand dealer, 
that we might buy a new dress and shawl 
for Signora Luisa.' 

At this declaration the Countess changed 
colour. 

' The most vulgar and impracticable idea 
I ever listened to,' exclaimed she. ' Eeally 
this house and the absurdities which take 
place in it are enough to drive a person 
mad! I suppose it is your fault, Pal- 
mira, that your young mistress has lost 
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all sense of dignity, of decency, and de- 
corum.' 

* Do not scold her, mamma,' said Nina, 
in great distress; ' the mifortunate idea was 
my own, not hers.' 

* When I aver that poverty degrades the 
mind,' exclaimed Signora Albrandi vehe- 
mently, 'they tell me that I exaggerate, 
that I am in error. But could a more 
striking proof of the fact be adduced than 
this? My daughter, the Contessina Al- 
brandi, makes a trophy of the elegancies 
which represent the brilliant period and 
the past happiness of her mother's life, and 
intends to sell it at a low price to a Jewess 
of the lowest stamp, who will dispose of 
these articles — which my child ought to 
have sacredly preserved as a relic — to the 
refuse of society ! My clothes will appear 
at some public-house masquerade or ser- 
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vants' orgie, bedecking the person of some 
miserable woman of tbe streets !' 

* Ah, mamma, forgive me !' cried Nina, 
bursting into tears. *I never thought of 
anything of the kind ; I only thought of 
poor Nonna Luisa's state of want.' 

'Why, what does she want?' 

'Everything, mamma. She is so re- 
duced that she cannot go out.' 

' Do not tell me so ! hold your tongue !' 
said the Countess, leaving the room and 
adding, ' that I were but dead !' 

Nina and Palmira remained standing 
quite still ; they were petrified. Never 
had either of them attempted to do any- 
thing which seemed to them more wicked. 
The Countess had raised the veil by which 
the hateful side of their good action had 
been concealed. 

' 0, how unhappy I am, Palmira !' said 
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Nina, sobbing. ' Mamma will never forgive 
me.' 

It was a dismal day for the poor girl. 
Her mother shut herself up in her room, 
and did not leave it until dinner-time. She 
then made her appearance, pale and with 
her eyes red, as if she had been weeping. 

Nina, who feared having to submit to a 
renewal of the reproaches of the morning, 
was much surprised at the calmness of her 
mother, who made no allusion to the sub- 
ject during the meal. The Countess was 
more gentle than usual. It appeared as if 
the tears which she had shed had softened 
her heart, and rendered her for the time 
kind and indulgent. 

Palmira entered her mistress's chamber 
with fear and trembling, when she went to 
undress her at night, fully expecting to be 
overwhelmed again with reproaches ; but 
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she found the Countess kneeling on the floor 
praying, her face concealed by her hands. 
On hearing the footsteps of her waiting- 
woman, Signora Albrandi arose and took a 
ring from her finger. 

'Palmira,' said she, 'to-morrow morn- 
ing you shall go out and sell this trinket. 
I hope this little sacrifice may prove suf- 
ficient to supply the articles which my 
mother needs.' 

Tears fell from the eyes of PaJmira on 
the hand of hei^ mistress, who, standing 
erect, and with a resigned air, ofiered to 
her the precious jewel. 

' Cara Contessa, I will obey your orders,' 
said she. While undressing the Countess, 
she was obliged to quit the room several 
times to hide her tears. 

The good woman was so much oppressed 
by thought that she could not sleep until 

VOL. I. s 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



258 THE FLORENTINES. 

dawn. But sleeplessness brings counsel. 
She rose with a calmer air. An idea had 
struck her. 

^Instead of selling this ring,' said she 
to herself 'I will pledge it at a pawn- 
broker's. I shall say nothing to my mis- 
tress, but one day or another I may be able 
to redeem it' 



END OF VOL. I. 
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